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C ONLATH 

A N £) 

C U T HON A: 

A P O E M (i>. . ; 

XJ I D not Ofliaii hear a voice ? or is It tlif 
found of day$ that ate no more ? Often does tEe 

(t) Cohlath was the youngeft of Monies font / 
and brother tarfae celebrated Gad , who ii Coofttk 
tnentioned in Odian*'^ poemc. H^wai in Ibi^ vriiR 
Cuthona the daughter of Aumar. when Tofcar the 
ion of Kinfena-y accompaBifed by F«rqith bis friend , 
arriyed , from Ireland , at Mora where Conlath 
dwelt. JHc was hofpitably received > and according 
to the cttl^din of the timet V Called , thrde dsiys » 
frith Conlath. On the fourth he fee faii » aiftd 
coalUng the ijland of ypoves f probably 9 one o^ 
the Hebrides 9 he faw Cuthona hunting , fell ii| 
love with her * and carried her' away , by'Asttfc ; \A 
bit ship. He was forced by ftrefs of weather , 
into I-thona a deiart iili^. tu the meaji (Sxm 
Conlath » hearing 6f th6 rape V failed aftct 
him , and foimd him bn the point of faillnr fot 
the coaft of Ireland. They fought ; and theyl and 
their followers fell by mutual wounds« C(fthonadi4 
not Ibng furvive : for she died df grief the chjrd 
day after. Fingal , hearing- of ' the^ wifoituoata 
death » fcnt Scormal the Ton of Moran to bury 
them » but forgot to fend a bard to iin^ the for. 

Aii 



4 CONLATilantf CUTHONAr; 

jmcinory of former tiroes come, like the 
evening fun , on my foul. The noife of the 
chace is renewed; ^nd, in thought, I lift the 
ipear. — But Oflian did hear a voice : Who art 
thoi^ y Cfn of the i^ght ?The fons of tittle^ien 
are'^fleep, ivA the midriight ^^ind is inmy 
halL Perhaps it is the shield of Fiugal that 
4echoes tq the blafi, it.ha^gs i|t Ollign's hall, 
iind he fcdl$ it-Tometimes W'ich^ his 4ands. — 
Yesl — I hear thee, my friend : long has thy 
voice been abfent from mine ear ! Whtt 
i)jcings ilice.,^4>n .^hy doud , to Offian, fon of 
the generous Morni ? Are the friends oftha 
aged near thpe ? Where js Ofcar, fon of 
fame? He^v^ras often near thcp^, ,P jConia^h, 
jrJ»eOvthejdi» of batd/e r9f«i. 

<jHOST of CoNlATH. 

r Sleeps; jt^efwcej voice pf Cpna, in the 
mtdfk bif hislndliAg hall? Sleeps Odlaniah^ 
li^l, and his-friends mthout their fame ? The 
(ea rolls rpunfl the. d^rfe I-thon^( j }., and pur 

licml lbngvo^)r;tbar .(otnbf.»TheghoA ofConlat|i 
«adw »> lOOg after , ; to OiI|%n , tp intr^at^Jbim rp 
Uinfpjit ♦ to pftft^FJty, ^ bis and .Cythoaa's fanic, 
Por |c vrjs' ^he opinion of the ii4pcs^ tbai, the 
fouls of the d^ccafed were noi happ^ , till tbeic 
elegies wccc compofcd by a barirr-r^Thus is rh^ 
Bony of the poem haud^d dpwn by tradition. 

- <i) T-thonn ^ iflandjt>f;W^fs>oi;iti ^f tfee iwU'i 
Jbabiced ^Ilj;fn i(les. 



' A P O EM. : • i 

tortbs arc not feen by the ftrangcr. Howi 
long shall ottr £une be unheard^ fon of the 
echoing Motyca} 

" ■■ ■ I] ' 

O that mine efyes could behold thee^ as 
thou fitteft , dim, on thy clqud ! Art thou like 
the mifl of Lano ; or an half-extinguished 
meteor I Of vp'hat are the skirts of thy roUe? 
Of what is thine airy bov(^ ! — But he is eon^ 
on his blaft like the shadow' of mi/^. — ^Comc 
from thy wall, my harp, and lex me hear thy 
found. Let the light of memory rife on I- 
thona; that I may behold my friends. Ani 
OfTiati does behpld his friends, oi* the datk- 
blue Me,— The cave of Thona appears, wjtli 
its mofty rocks and bending trees. A flreatxT 
roars at its mouthy and Touar bends over its 
courfe. Fercuth is (ad by his^iide : and' the 
^ maid ( 1 ) of his lote fits at a diftance, an<f 
*i weeps* Does the , wind o^f the wavfesf 
Receive mc ? Or do f hear them fpcak ? , 
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T0SCAR.r s 

. 1* he night was fiormy. Prom rheir hills the^ 
groaning oaks came down. The fea dark-i 
ly-tumbled beneath t}ie. blfaft, and t^ie 
roaring . waves were climbing againfl our 

(i) Cnthonathe daughter of Rumar, whom ToC»- 
flar bad qirried away by f«cce« 

A ii j 



6 CONLATH ana CUTHONA : 

rocks. — Tlie lightmngcame often and shevred 
the blafled fern. -^ Fercuth I I faw tlie 

fhoft of night. [ i ] Silent he flood on that 
ank J his robe of mift flew on the wind. — 
I could behold his. tears : an aged man he 
feemed > and full of thought. 

Fercuth. 

It was thy fether, O Tofcar j and he fore-^ 
fees fome death among his race. Such was his 
appearance on Cromla , before the sreat Ma< 
xonnan [i],fell.-7Ullin ! [2] with thy hills 
jf grafe , Jiow pleafent are thy vaks I Silence 
IS near thy hlue flceams, and the fun is on 
thy fields. Soft is the found of the harp in 
$elama [ 4] , and pleafant the cry of the hun* 

; (i) Ic vfai*]«Dg thoogbe , in tie nony of Scot-* 
Ijuidy that Aoans were raifed -by the ehofh of the de« 
ceafed. This nociQii is (HU entertained by the voilgar i 
for they chink cha^ whirlwinds, and fudden fqualls of 
wind are occiifitmed by fpirtts , vho tranfport rfacm- 
felves i in chat manner , from one place to ano- 
ther. 

(i) Ma-ronnan was the brother of Tofcat : the 
tranHaror lias a poem in his pofTeffion cancerning 
the extraordinary death of f bac hero. 

()) Ulfter 4n Irdand; 

(4) Selamath- hcauiiful to Behold ^ the name 

of .Tofcar's pala<;e » on the caft of Ulftcr ; near 
t)ic mountain CromU.« cbc fccne of the epic poecn% 



!tet OD Crdmb* But "wt are in ibe ^k If 
.thona , fiutoimded by ih^ ilorm^ The bilr- 
lows Jifc cbeir v^hitc Jicads above ooi ipcks : 
and wt uemble amidft (he mg)iu 

TOSCAR. 

WUtber is isbe fbul of baule Aei, Fetcatd 
with the lod^ of a^e?l ha^ Aen thee un- 
daunted in daagefy and thine eyes busnii^ 
with joy in the £ghe. Whither k the fool dc 
-battle fled ?'Oiir fatbits tAeTei:; fixated. -^ Go t 
▼lew the rettllng f^t d<e^riiiy w^ind if laid. 
The '\Wa^s Ml Ofemble [ x ] ca !the deep; 
0nd feeiti to 'fear the Haft* l^pa vie%r «die (dt- 
tllng fea : mQm!6% is \^pay on bv^ rodotf. 
The (un will look foon from his eaft , in 
all his pride of lig^r. 

,. I lifted up my iails, with.fayi, beCbre the 
lialb of generous Conlath. Ky courle was by 
the 4fle ofwaves^ wheic his love putfue^ thp 
Jeer. I faw, her, like that beam of the (un 
that iiTues froip the cloud. Her hair was on 
her Jieaving^reaft^ she, bending 'fotward,^ 
^rew the bow : her white arm itemed, be- 
hind her, like the {now of Cromla r — Gom^ 
to my fi)ul, I faid, thou hunuefs of the iflo 



(i)-*— the face 6f ocean flfccps. 
And a AiU horioi: faddens all the de^ps. , , 
Pops*s Hometv. 



« CONLATH and CUTHONA : 

of vave^ ifeiit shefpends her tiOitin tears, aisd 
liiinks of the generous Cenlath* Where can>I 
find thy peace ^ Cathonii , lovely maid \ 

Cuthoma(i). 

A diftant fleep bends over the fea, vich 
laged trees and moiTy rocks : the billox^'S roll 
at its feet : on its (ide k the dt^elling of roeS. 
,The people call it Ardven. There the tovers 
of Mora rife. There Conlath looks over the 
'fea for his only love* The daughters of the 
chace returned , and he beheld their dovncaft 
ccyes. Where is the daughter of Rumar? Eat 
they anfvertfd not.— My peace dwells oft 
'Araven, fen c>f the diftant land I 

TOSCAR. . » 

And Cuthona shall return to her peace j t^ 
the hallsof generous Conlath. He is thefriend 
of Tofcar : I have feafted in his halls. — Rife, 
ye gentle breezes of Ullin , and ftretch my 
£uls tovrards Ardven's shores. Cuthona shah 
leil on Ardven : but the days of Tofcar wiH 
be fad. — I shall fit in my cave in the field of 
the fun. The hhR will ruflle in my trees ^ and 

(i) Cu-thona J the mournfid found of the waves i 
a poetical name given ber by 0(Can ^ on account 
of her naourning to the found of the waves \ her 
same in tradition is Coim-hufil > the bhe ' eyed 



A P OEM. ^ 

t shall think it is Cathona*s vaice. But she it 
diflant &r , in the halls of the mighty ^Coiilatlw 

■ ■'■ 

COTHOMAr * 

Oh! vhac cloud is that ? It carries the ghofts 
of my fathers. I fee the skirts of their robes » 
like gray atid ^t^atry mx^. When dialil fall ,. O 
Riunar?— rSad Cuthona fees her death. Will 
jDot Confath behold nae^ before I enter th& 
narrpw houfe?(i) ^ 

OsSIAK. ! 

And he will behold tliee , O maid : he 
comes along the rolling fea. The death of 
Tofcar is dark on his /pear ^ and a w^ound is 
ih Lis fide. He is pale at the cave bf Thona , 
arid shews his ghaftly vound (i). Where art 
ihoa with thy tears, Cuthona ? the chief cf 

• (i) The grave. 

(^y-'^—inkumativenit' imago 
< £c»Jugi»f 0ra.modi$ attdUns pallida mlris$ " -^ 
CrudeUt ar^ y tmje^a^ pd^raftifo < ^ 

' ■ > -— ^che glioft appeart ^ > 
Of h^r unliajppy Idtd j ihc fpcaxc(lare», ' 
. And-wjcb tre^pd eyes \^i bloody t^piombartttf 

' • . . Dkydih. i 

Af 



IIP CONLATH luid eUTHONA : 

Mora dieK — ^The vifioti grottos dim on my 
aund:-r7lvbelH>}d the chktK no niore. But, O 
ye bards oF future times, remember the fall of 
Conlath with tears : he fe}l before his day ( i ) ; 
and fadnefs darkened in his hafl. His mother 
lol:>ked to kis shield on the vsdl, abd it v^as 
l>Ioody ( i). She kneiw^ that her hero died , 
and herfocrovp' was beard oi&Mora. 

* Art thou pale , on thy rock , Cuthona, 
betide the fallen chiefs ?lne night comes, and 
die day returns, but none s^pears to ralfe 
their tomb. Thou firightneft the fcreaming 
fowls ( 3 ) away , and thy tears for ever flow. 
Thouartpalras a watry cloud , that rifes from 
a lake. 

(i) Nmm^uia mefato., merita nee ^itorte perihat ^ 
, Sed m^ra antt 4iem9& c» Vtn^. 

Icfc by the heroes at home , became bloody the 
very ittftant their owners were kilted « though at 
ever fo great a diilance. 

(3) The fituation ot Cuthdni It Itkt that of Kir- 
pah , Maui's mfAttrs , who fot by hst feas vftcf Aey 
bad been li«Q|ed by the <3t|>ep.aicet., 

Atk\l Hizpah , the daughter of Ahrit , foofc lack- 
cloth y and {fitcA^ it for her upon the rock , from 
the beginning of the haryell until water. drop^d 
on them out. of "heaven , and futfrrtid ' nclthet the 
bird* of ^he irir to reft on thtm by ilay , not ifac 
bcailsof prey by night. ^ % Sam, xxi. xo. 



A P O E M. tt 

'the Tons of the defart came ^ and they 
found her dead. They raife a tomb over die 
heroes*, and she refb at the fide oFConlath. — 
Come not to my dreams, O Conlath; for 
thou haft received thy fame. Be thy voice £u: 
diftant &om my hall; that fleep inay defcend 
at night. O that I could forget my &iends till 
my footfleps ceafe to be feenltill I come among 
them with joy I and lay my aged limbs in the 
narrow houfei 
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: A R TH O N (i)j 
A P OEM. 

fV T A L B of tlic times of oU I The deeds of 
lays of other yevsl — The murlnuj: of thy 

it) This poetti istompifiic , md ilie dib|ca of it » 
s of nioil of 0£iMi> colli poficioiU > cragicaU la 
he lime of Comhal the (tm of Toachal , and far 
her of the celebrated Fingal , Ciersammor the foA 
3f Thadtfo and fotothet cf Moma , FiogalS mother ^ 
mu driyen by a (lorin into the river Clyde , on 
the banks of whicli (lood Balclutba , a town be- 
loni^ing to the Britons between the walls. He was 
faofpiubly fecei>red by ELeuchimir , the princip4 
man in the place « who gaye hi«i Moina his only 
daughter in marriage. Reuda , the foa of iCormo » 
I Bricpn who was in love with Moina » came to 
Itfuthamic's houfe, and behaved haughtily towards 
%rs&mmork A quarrel enfued , in which ^eudft 
|l killed } the Britons , who attended him preC^d 
i^rd on Cleliiaunor , .thac he was obfiged t^ 
JEfw himielf u^to the Clyde , and fwim to his sinpy 
[hoifted (ail , and the wind being favourable , 
'y btiti ou< to tea. He often endeavoured to re- 
^9 and carify o^ his be^pve^ Moina by night ^ 
.wind j:oiKlnulkig coattaiy^ he wfu, forced 

M'na t >v^ had^ hAa \ftk with ch^d^ iby her 

, brought fortn a (on , a^ died foon 

-Bxuthamiciiamed the child Carthi9n.,<. r. 

' cfwarti, from the iWm winch carried 

his fatkx ^ who was A^fofcd f» 



ilreamSy O Lora , brings back the memory oF^ 
the pail. The found or thy woodsy, Garmal— 
lar, is lovely in mine eac* Doft thou nof ) 
behold, Malvina-, a ' rbck ■ with -its head of ' 
heath i^ Three aged firs bend from its face; 
freen is the narrow plain at its feet; there the 
flower of the moantain grows, and sh^es its 
white head in the breeze. The thiflle is there 
alone , and sheds its aged beard. Two flones, 
half funk in the ground^ shew their heads of 
taoG. The deer of the mountain avoids the 
place, for he beholds the gray ghoft that 
guards it (i) : for the mighty li^e , O Malvina; 









Bavc been caft away; "VThen Carthon was three 
yean old , Combai the father of Finga! y in one 
of his expeditions againfl the Britotis , rooS: and 
'burnt Balclijtha. i^eutfaamir was killed in the at- 
tack : and Carchon was tarried fafi: away by bit 
inurlb , who fled fanher into the country of the 
tatohs. Carthon , cotninB to man's eftate was re- ^ 
folvcd to revenue the fall ' of Ba1<;iutha on Com* ]^ 
hal's pofterity. He fct fail , from the Clyde , and i ^ 
felling on the coaft of Morrcn: , defeated two 
of FingaKs heroes , who came to oppofe his pro- 
{refs. He was « at laft , unwittrogly killed by bis 
father ClefsSmmor, in a (ingle combat. This ftor/ 
is- the fbandation of the prefent poem » which 
Topeni on the night precedihg the dea^h of Car- 
thon , fo that what pafTed before is introdbced hf 
yray of .epifodc. The poem is addr^ed to Mai- 
Vina the danghtct of To/tar, r . . 

(i)' It war the opnuon of the times [ that -dtot 
faw the ghofts of rhe dead. To this day , when 
fceaftt fttddeAly ilart wkiiout aoy apparent Cjraf«» 



A POEM. ; 17 

the DZttaw plain of the rock. A tale of the 
les of old I the deeds of days of others 
irs! : 

^ho comes frotn the land of iirangers,' 
ch his thousands around him ? the fuu-oean) 
Ltrs its bright flream before him; and his hair 
ets the wind of his hiQs. His face isfetclec} 
m war. He is calm as the evening beam that 
»ks, from thp c}oud pf the weil, pn Cona's 
nt vale. Who is it but Comhal's (on (i), 
rking of mighty d^eds I He beholds his 
Is with joy 3 and l^ds a tliouiand voices 
;. — Ye have fled over ycuf fields , ye Com 
the diftant land ! The king of the world 
in his h^l , and hears of his peopk'^ight. 
;; lifts his red eye of pride, and takes bis 
her's fword. Ye have fled over your fields, 
IS of the dlAane land I 

Such were the words of the bards » when 
;y came to Selma's hall. — -A thonfand 
;hts (i) from the ({ranger's land rbfe^ in the 



I -vutear ti^ak that they fee the (pirits of the 
reared. . - 

[i) Fhigal returns here , ftom an expedit?oa 
linft the Romanfr^iivhich vat celebrated by Of- 
n. hi a particular poem which, is in the tranfla- 
;*i poflemoh. 



(t) Probably waxrljgjiti 5 which are often mcn- 
mcd as carried i aitiong other booty , froin tho 
)aian province. 



i» C A RT HOvNr 

mldft oF the people. The feaft is CpreiJ 
around ; and xhc Jiight pai&d dx/zy in joy, -* 
Where is the noble Clefsammor (i), faid the 
fair-haired f ingal } Where is the companion 
of my feifher, in the days of my joy? Sullen 
and dai'k he paffes his days in the vale oi 
echoing Lora: but, hehola, he comes from 
the hill, like a fleed ( i) in his fbexxgth^ ^o 

( 1 ) CUSamh-mot , mighty deeds, 

■ (a] Haft thou givtn tlie horfe ^ftrength ? Hall 
tbou dotiied hit neck with thunder , ^ He famtfk 
m the yalUy, «iid fejoioethia ^hit jlicx^^h. 

Job* 

The wanton coutfer diut with teins unbound » 
Breaks from his ftall » and beats the trembliof 

gtoondi 
His head , now fre^d , he to'lTes to the skies \ 
His mane Htsheverd o*er his slioulders flies \' 
He fnufifi the females in the diftant plain » 
And (^gt , exulting. Fon. ' 

Qualis ubl Mbruptufugh prafepi0 ylnclU 
Tandem Ubtr equus , tampeque potitui aperto^ 
i— ^///« *i« pafluB armemaqut rtm&t equaruth : 

^-^^arredisque fremii cerviclBus aUi 
LuMttrians^ luduntque jubdt per eolU , per armost 

VxRtiU. 
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A P O E M. 19 

finds his companions in the breeze ; and 
tofles his bright mane in the xi^ind. — Bleft 
be the foul of Clefsammor , v^hy ib long from 
Selma? 

Returns the chief, (aid Clelsanunor, in the 
nidft of his fuse? Sodi was the reaoav^n oi 
Comhal In tbe battles of ills youth* Often di4 
wt pafsover Canin to thelandof the Grangers : 
our (wocds returned^ not unftained wixh 
Mood : nor did die kings of the world re* 
foice. — Why do I remember die battks ok 
my yout^ ? Jlly hair is mixed wvk gray, BIy 
hand forgets to bend the bow : and I lift a 
Hgkter foear. O that my joy would recurn^ as 
i^n I mft belkeld the maid ; the white bo- 
femed daughter o^f Grangers, Moina ( i ) wltb 
ifie datk-bl4ie ^yes ! 

Tell, £ud the mighty Fingal, the tale of 

r Sreed fro9i.lm kce^ets , thiit ivkh broken roiat %\ 

* The vontoa coucfer psanceto'er the pUim % 

t Or ia tbe p|ide ^ yowk o^leapt the nouoHsv* i 

\ And fnuffs the females in forbidden grounds. 

-g ji 0*gr his shoulders flows his wavij^ mane ; 

^e neighs , he foorts , lie bears liis head on high* 

1 - DarPiN. 

i) MoSna , f^ in temptr and perfin^ Vc finl 

sh names in this poem derived from the Galic, 

is a proof (bar rheancieos language of the 

idand was one and the fame. ^ .j 
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thy youthful days. Sorro\i^ y like a clou^ on cfie 
fuii, shades the ibul of Clefiammor. Mourn- 
ful are thy thoughts , alone , on the banks of 
the roaring Lbra. Let us hear the Coxtow of 
thy youth, and the darkue(s of thy days. 

k was in- the davs of peace,, ifeplied tie 
great Clefsammor, 1 came, in my bounding 
^ip, CO Balclutha's ( i ) walls of towers. The 
winds had roared behind my fails, and ClUv 
tha's(z) (breams received my dark-bofbmei 
TefleL Three days I remained in Reuthamii'$ 
halls , and &w that beam of light j his daugh- 
ter. The joy of the sheU went round, and the 
aged he^ gave the fair. Her breails were Jiktf 
foam on ;the waveband her hak was dark as 
she raveiv's wing^: her foul was g^nei^us an<} 
mild. My love for Moina was gre^t : and mj 
heart poured forth in joy. 

The fon of a Aranger came ; a chief who 
loved the whke^bofbmed Moina. His wonls 
were mighty in the hall . and he often hatf- 
tin^heathed his fwotd. r~ Wheiie^ her £ud^ is 

(i) Balclutfia', t. e, the town ofClyit , pw 
bably the AUtmh of Bede. 






(2.)Clutha 9 or Cluath , the Galic name of cbc 
liver Clj^de , the fignification of the word \t bed' 
ing , in allufion ro the winding courfe of that tv* ^^^ 
Tcr. Fto» Cknha it dedved its Latin naine » ^ 
Glotta. 
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the mighty Comhal , the reftlefs vanclerer (i ) 
of the heath i -Comes he, vr^ith his hod, to 
Balclucha , fiace Clefsammor is Co bold^ 

My foul 9 { replied, O iF'arrior ! biv os ia a. 

light of its own. I (land without fear in the 

flaidft of thooTands, though the valiant are di(r 

tant fiir, — StnmgerH .thy words are mighty^* 

for Clefsammoris alone. £at my (word tfem-^ 

; bles by my (tde, and longs to glitter in my 

: hapd. ^Speak no. more of Comhal , fon of 

; the winding Clutha \ 

"- The ibepgtk of his pride arofc. Ve 
^ foiujht ; he fell beneath my Xword. The banks 
^; of Clutha heard his fall , and a thoufand fpe^s 
^ glittered aropnd.l fought : the ilrangerspre- 
g| Tailfcd : 1 plunged into the f!ream of Clutha. 
IWy xt'hite fails rofe over the waves^nd I bound- 
i €d on the dfUrk-blup ibi. — Moiaa c^me to the 
^ shore , and rollpd the r^d cyfi of her (eats: her 
08^ dark h^ir i^w on the w^d; and I heard her 
cries. -^Often did I turn my shipj but .the wipds 
©fthe Eaftprevailed. Nor Clutha ever fince 
fcave'I feeamor Moina of the dark brown hair.— 
She fell *n Baldutha :forI have feen her ghoH. 
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. (i) The word in rtic original here rcndersd by 
jM ^eftUfs wanderer t h Scuta y which is the true orlgia 
Qt the Scoti of the Homgns j .an opprobriojis name' 
" ' ^pofcd by the Britons , on the Caledonians , on 
I ^l^cpunt of the coaciaual incurfioos mo their 
I «6uncty> '• 
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I knev'lier as she can^e (hrougb the daskjr 
night, along the murmur of Lora : she v^s 
like the nev;" moon (i) feen through the 
gathered mift : when the sky pours down ics 
flaky fnow, and the world is ulent and dark. 

Raife (i),ye bards, faid the mighty Fio- 
gal, the praiCe of unhappy Moina. Call her 
ghoft , with your fongs , to our hills ; that she 
may reft with the fair of Mocven, the fan- 
heamso^^therdays, and the delight of he- 

(i ) Inter quas Pheeniffa rtcens a vulntn Dido 
Errahatfyha in magna , quam Troius heros 
Ut primum juxta Jtttit , agnovitque per itmbram 
Ohfiuram , quaUmprimo quifurgere menfi 
^ut vldct , aut vidijpt putatper nubUa lunanu 

Not far from thefe Ffaocnictan Dido ftood , 
Fresh from her wound , her bofom bath*d in b\ooi> 
NThom when the Trojan hero hardly knew 
Obfcure in shades , and with a doubtful view , 
Doubtful as he who runs thro' dusky night » 
Or thinks bs fees the moon's uncenain light , &c. 

DHYDE* 

ii) The tide of this poem > in tht original , is Dud» 
tutoiUtmi fi,e. The Poem of the Hymns : probably 
on account of its many digreflions from the fub- 
)e€t , all which are in lyric meafure , as tiiis foog 
of Fingal. Fiqgal is celebrated by the Irish hifto* 
nans foe his wisdom in making Uws , bis poetical 
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of old. — I have fetn the vaHs ( i ) of 
itha J bat they were deiblate. The fire 
tCounded ia the hails : aqd the voice of 
;ople is heard no more. The fbeam of 
a was removed from its place, by the 
the walls. — The thiftle shook, diere, its 
f head : the mofs whittled to die wind, 
fox looked out, from the windows; the 
prafs of the wall waved round his head, 
folate is the dwelling of Moina , (tlence is 
houfdof her fathers.^-Raiie the. fbngof 
Cling, O bards, over the land of ftran^ 
They have but fallen before us: for, one 
re mud &ll.^ — Why doft thou build the 
(on of the winged days ? Thou looked 
thy towers to-dayvyet a few years, and 
afi of the, delart comes; it howls in thy 
f court, aod whiflles round thy half^wora 
• — Andlet the blad of the detart comei 
laU be renowned in our day. The naarlc 
y arm shall i>e; in ^e battle^ and my 
in the (ong ofi>ards. — Raife the £>ng^ 
oundthe shell : andletjoybeheatdinmy 
-W^hen thou, fun of heaven, shah fail! 
ishadt&il, thoamightyllghtiiftUyiiright* 

, and Ws foteknowlcdgje of erent*.— — 
lerty goes fo fat at to fay , tbac Bingal't 1»« 
ctaDcinvbu.owa time* . 

The readei roay compare chit pa^e with tkr 
[aft vcrfcf of the ijth chaprer of liaiah , 
be prophet foretellf the deftrudUon of Babylon > 
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nefs Is for a feafoh, lik^ Fingalj oUr fane 
shall furvive thy beams* 

Such was the fong of Fingal,in the day 
of his joy. His thoufand bards leaned for- 
ward Trom their feats, to hear the voice of the 
king. It was like the mufic of the harp on the 
gale of the foring. — Lovely were thy 
thoughts, O Fingal I why had not OiEaa 
the^ftrcngth of thy foul ? — But thou ftandeft 
alone , my father j and wbp can equal the 
kingof Morvcn? 

The night pafled away in (bng , and morn- 
ing returned in joy; — the mountains shewed 
their gray heads; and the blue face of 
ocean fmiled. — The wMte wave is fceti 
tuntbling round the diftant rock 5 the gray 
inift rifes, flowly, from the lake. It came, in 
the figure of an aged man, along the fitent 

J>1»n. Its large limbs did not move in ftepsj 
or a ghofi fupported it in mid air. It came 
towards Selma's ball , and difiblved in a 
shower of blood. 

• The king alone beheld the terrible figtti 
and he forelaw the death of the people. He 
xame , in filence , to his hall ; and took his b' 
ther's^^ear.-^ The mail rattled on his breaft. 
The heroes rofe around. They- looked, itt 
fUence, on each other, marking the eyes of 
Fingal.— They faw the battle in Usfeoe; the 
'■ . ' deaA 
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Ilk (pear. — A tboufand shields, at once, are 
placed on their arms 3 and they drev^ a thou* 
iaod {Vords. The hall of Selma brighc«ne<l 
around. The dang of arms aicends.^— The 
gray dogs howl la their place. No V'ord is 
snnong the nughty chiefi.— Each marked the 
eyes of t^c kiqg ; and h^ adorned his 
fpe^. 

Sons of nSorven, began the |dng , this is no 
time to fill the shell* The battle darkens neat 
ttSy and de^th hovers .ovec the land. So^ie 
ghoA, the fiiepd <>f Fingsd, has fore^^oed 
u;»pf th^foe.— The.fpns of the iVraneer comp 
from the darkly'roUing Tea. For, noip th^ 
waiter , came the fign of Morven s gloomy 
[ danger. — Let each (i) afliime his heavy 
■^ (pear , and gird on his %her^s fvrord. ^-htf 

:^ / floM. ii. iBip 

[i ^ . JElis shtrpen'd (pear let every Grecian wield > 

i And every Grecian fix his brazen shield , &e. 
Pops* 
Lee each 
J ^ His adamaAtine eoac gird well ^ and each 
e^i JFic i^ell hit helm , gripe fad his orbed shield , 
1 , i Jbm* ey'jj or Wgh } for thU day will pour down | 
If I conjie&ufe right , ho drizling shower , 
^ ut ranting ftorm f arrpws b.grb*dwich firc^ 

I Voi..n. B 
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the dark hekQ^t rife on every head; and the 
mail pour its lightienHig from eveiy fide.— 
The battle g»tto;s like a tempeft^ and fooa 
^1 y^ hiiii ;hc roar of deaths 

The hero xsoTed on before his hoft , like a 
doud before a rid^e of heaven's fire; vhenip 
pours on the sky of night, and mariners 
.forefee a florm. On Cona*s rifinc heath they 
Abod : tlievf'hjte'bofemed maids beheld them 
Sibove like a grove; they fore(av the death 
of their yottths \ and iobked to^^atds the (ea 
irith fear.— Theyhice v^e deceived them 
i^r 4i&9i^ ^1^9 ^d th^ itea^ i^ oa iheir 
litfek. 

. The fun rofe on the Tea, and ve beheld a 
diflant fleet. ^ Like the imift of ocean they 
€ame : and poured their youth upon the 
coaft.— Tjie chief v^ii$ among 4iem, like tl^e 
ftag in t^^ midft of the herd. — His shicW 
is Ituddcd with gold, and ftately flrode the 
kind of (pears. — He moved towards Sclma; 
ihis tho^i^ds moved behind. 

Go, with Ay (png of peace, (aid Fingal; 

So , Ullip , to the kaiig of (words. TcH mm 
lat we ate .mighty in bat^e; and that the 
^ho^ ofoujrfoes arp many.— * But renewfl«4 
;are they in^ho have fes^ed in my halls) th^y 
sh^w fifi ^rrns (i) Qf my fathers in a foreign 
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land : the (bos of the flranger w^nia , ani 
hUds the friends of Morven's race ^ for our 
Aames have beea heard zSUf the kings ^f the 
vorld shook in the taid& of their people* 

UUln \ren€ vlrh Ids Cong, Flneal reftei 
«n his {pear : he £zw the jaughtv toe la his 
armour : and he Ueil the flranger s fon. 

Hov ftatdy art thou , &b of the fea I f^d 
the king of woody Morven. Thy fword is a 
licam or might by thy fide : thy ^ear is a fir 
that defies the dorm. The iraried face of thi 
moon Is not broader than thy dueld.— Ruddy 
is thy face of youth i foft the tin^ets of thy 
hair i — fiut this tree may &n ; and his me^ 
mory be forgoti — The daoghier of the 
fcanger will be fad, and look to the roiling 
£.a : — the children will (ay, <( We Cte a ship} 
<c perhaps it k the king ofBddutha. » The 
tear ftarts from their mother's eye. Hec 
thoughts are of him that fleeps in Manren. 

Such were the words of the king, whem 
Ullin came to die CMghty Carthoa : he threw 
down the ipear befere nimj and raifed the 
Tong of peace. 

Come to thef e^ ofFingad, Carthoa^ £:om 

txchaage armi ^kh their gaefls , and thofe tnnt 
were prefcrved long in tbc different Cunilies , as 
monuments <>f the ftiendship ivhich ^b(ifled ibe- 
iweea tbek Mncc&ovs* 
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the rolling fea! partake the feaft of the king; 
Of lift the (pear of war. The ghofts ok out 
foes are many : but reno\riied are ^le bicoik 
of Morvea I 

Behold that field, O Carthon ; many a 
green hill rifes there , with mofly ftones and 
ruftling graCs : thefe are the tombs of Fia* 
S^'s foes , the fon^ of the rolling fea» 

Doft thou foeak to-the feeble in arms , faid 
Carthon, bard of the woody Morven > Is my 
face pale for fear , fbn of the peaceful ibng? 
rWhy , chen^ doft thou think to darken my foul 
«rirh the tales of thofe who fell? — My arm 
lias fought in the battle ; my renown j^ known 
^(iar. Go to the feeble in arms, and bid th.em 
yield to Fingal. — Have not I feen the fi^llien 
Balclutha l And shall I fe^fl; w'ldi Comhal's 
fon? Comhal I who tnrew his fire in the midfl: 
of. my father's hall ! I was young, and knew 
not the caufe why the virgins wept. The co- 
lumns of Cnoke plea(ed mine eye , when they 
ro(e above my walls; I often looked back, 
vjth gladne&, when my friends fied along 
^e hill. —But when the years of my youth 
cam^ on , I beheld the mofs of my fallen w^lls : 
xny figh arofe witli the moriilng , and my tears 
defcendcd with night. — Shall I not fight , I 
laid to my foul, againfl the children of my 
ifoes ? And I will fight ^ O b^d} I feci thj 
0r<?ngthof mv foul. 
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llis people gathered aroand tbe htta^ and 
drevr, at once^ their shining fvords. He 
(lands, in the niidfl, like a piUar of fire; the 
tear halfftarting from his eye ; for he thouehc 
of the fallen Balclutha , and the crowded 
pride of his foul arojfe. Sidelong he looked' 
up to the hill, where our heroes shone io 
arms; the fpear trembled in his hand : and, 
bending forward ^ he feemed to threaten (he 
king* 

Shall 1 3 faid Fingal to his foul, meet, at 
once, the king ? Shall I flop him, in the midft 
of his courfe, before his fame shall arife? But 
the bard, hereafter, may fay, when he fees the 
tomb of Carthon ; Fingal took his thoufands, 
along with him , to battle , before the noble 
Carthon fell. — No: — bard of the times to 
come ! thou shalt not Icflen Fingal's fame. My 
heroes will fight the youth, and Fingal behola 
the battle. If he overcomes, I rush, in my^ 
flrcntgh , like the roaring flream of Cona. 

Who , of my heroes, will meet the fon of 
the rolling fea ? Many are his warriors on the 
coafl : and flrong is his ashen fpear i 

Cathul ( I ) rofe, in his flrength, the fon of 
the mighty Lormar: three hundred youthi 

{i j Cath-*buil , the ^e of lattU, 

B ii) 
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attead die chief , the race (r) of hh native 
ftreams. Feeble was hi^ arm againft Cacchon ^ 
ht £M'y and his heroes fle^ 

Connal (2) reCzmed the battle, but he 
broke his heavy (pear : he lay bound oa the 
field : and Carthon purfued his people* 

Cleilammor! (aid the king {%) ofMorven; 
where is the (pear of thy ftrcngth ? Wilt thoUr. 
feehotd Connal bounds thy triendy at the 
^eam of Lora ? Rife ^ in the light of thy ileel^ 
thou friend of Coinhal. Lee the youth of Balr 
ducha feel the flrengch of Morven s race* 

He rofe in the ftrength of his fteel , shak- 
kig his grizJy locks. He fitted the shield to 
his fide^ and rushed, in the pride of valour. 

Carthon flood, on that heathy rock, an J 
few the heroes approach. He loved the ter- 
j:ible joy of his face : and his ftrength , In the 

(i) It appears, from thtspaflage ,that clanship wa> 
cflablished , in the days of Fingal , chough nor on the 
iame footing %vich the prcfenc tdbes in the notch* 
of Scotland f 

(i} This Connsd is very mucK' celebrated in an- 
cient poetry , for his wifdom and valour : thfre 
ss a fmall tribe ftiU fubfiHtng , in tlie North y wh(y 
pretend. they are defcended* from him. 

^(3) Pingal did not then know that Carthoflk 
fvas the foa of Glefsamixioc. 
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locks of age. -^ Shall 1 Mft (hat (pear, he &icfy 
that never (Irikes, but 0ndo\.z toe ? Or shall 
I , vith the words of peace ) preferve the war- 
rior's life ? Stately are his fteps of age J -— 
lovely the remnant of his years. Perhaps it 
is the love of Moina^ the father of car-borne 
Carthon. Often have I heard , that he dw^elc 
at the echoing fhre^n of Lonu 

Such v^ere his v^ords, \j!'hen Glelsammor 
came, and lifted high his (pear. The vouth re* 
ceived it on his shield, and fpoke the woiii 
of peace. — Warrior of the aged locks I Is 
there no youth to lift the (pear ? Haft thou na 
fon, to rai(e the shield before his fatherland 
to meet the arnKof youth ?Is the ipoufe of thy 
love no more ? or veqys she over the tombs 
of thy fons ? i^rt thou of the kings of men} 
What v'iU be the £une of myxoid if thoa 
ahaltfail? 

It will be great , thou fon of pride ! begun 
the tall Clefsammor , I have been renovrned 
In battle; but I never told my name (i) to a 
foe. Yield to me> fon of the wave, and thep 

(i) To tell one's name to an enemy ivas recto^o^ 
ffd , in thofe days of heroifm , ^a maoifeft evafiota' 
•f fif^ing him *, for ^ if it wa» once known , th^t 
friendship fubfifted , of old , between the anceftori 
of the combatants , the battle immediatelf ccafed i 
and the ancient amity of their forefathers was r6« 
Slewed* -^ man. who tells is name to hi$ enemy ^ wAf^ 
of old an igiionunioiii term for a coward* 

B W 
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tLou sludt know , that the mark of my Arord 
is in many a field. 

I never yielded, king of fpears T replied the 
noble pride of Carthon : I have alfo fought 
in battles j and I behold my future fame. Dft- 
fpife me not , thou chief of men J niy arm, 
my fpear is ftrong. Retire among thy friends, 
and let young heroes fight. 

ytHiy doii thou vround my (bul, replied 
Clefsammor with a tear I Age does not 
tremble on my hand?lftill can lift the fword. 
Shall I fly in Fingal's fight; in the fight of 
' him I loved } Son of the fca 1 1 never fled : 
exalt thy pointed (pear. 

. They fought , like tvo contending winds,' 
that ftrive to roll the v^ave. Carthon bade his 
(jpear to. err ; for he flill thought chat the 
foe was the (poufe of Moina. — He broke 
Clefsammor's beamy fpear in twain : and 
feized his shining fword. But as Carthon 
vas binding the chief; the chief drew the 
dagger of his fathers. He faw the foe's un- 
covered fidfe 5 and opened, there, a wound. 

., Fingal law Clefsammor low : he moved 
.'in the found of his fleel. The hofl (lood fi- 
lent, in liis prefence ; th^ turned their 
eyes towards the hero. — He came , like 
the fulleh noife of a ftorm , before the winds 
.arife : the hunter hears it in the vale , and 
retires to- thecave of the rock. 
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Carclion flood in his place : the blood is 
rushing down his iide : he Cxw the coming 
do^n of the king ; and his hopes, of fame 
arofe (i) ^hut pale was his cheek : his iiair 
fiew loofe , his helmet shook on high : the 
force of Carthon failed ^ but his foul was, 
iirong. 

Fingal beheld the heroes blood ; he Aopt 
the uplifted fpear. Yield^ king of fwords I faid 
Comhal'sfon^ I behold thy blood. Thou haf): 
been mighty in battle y and thy fame shaU 
never fade. 

Art thou the king fo. far renowned, re« 
plied the car-borne Carthon > Art thou that 
light of death, that frightens the kings of 
the world ?— But why should Carthon ask ? 
for he is like the ftream of his defart ; ftrong 
as a river , in his courfe ; fwift as the eagle 
of the sky. — O that I had fought with the 
king 'y that my fame might be great in thef 
fong i that the hunter , beholding my tomb,- 
might fay , he fought with the mighty Fin- 
gal. But Carthon dies unknown ; he has 
poured out his force on the feeble. 

(i) This ezpreiCon admits of a double meaning,' 
cither that Carthon hoped to acquire glory by icil- 
ling Fingat^ or to be rendered famous by falting 
by his hand. The laft Is the moft probable , as 
Carthon is already woundedi 



J4 C A R THONr 

BiM tboa skalt noc die unknown , replied 
the king of vf'oody Morven r my bards are' 
many , O Carthon y and their fongs delcend 
to future times^ The children oi the years: 
to come shall hear the fame of Cartnon ;, 
vhen they fit round the burning os^ (i)^ 
and the night is (pent in the (bngs of old. 
The hunter fitting in the heath , shall hear 
the ruftiing blaifl ^ and , tziCing his eyes , be* 
hold the rock where Carthon &IL He shal^ 
turn ta Ms fbn , and ^ev the place where 
ihe mighty fought ;: « Thecs the king of 
Balclutba fought , like the flrengtb of a 
diou&nd ftreams.i> 

Joy roTe in Carthoa's £ice: he lifted hi^ 
tteavy eyes.— He gave his fword to Fingal , 
tt> lie withlB his nail , that the memory o£: 
Balclutha's king might remain on Morven. 
•--The battle coifed along the field , foe 
the bard had fung the fong pf peace. The 
chiefs gathered round the falling Carthon y. 
and heard bis words , with fighs. Silent 
ihey leaned on> their (gearsi , while Balclu^ 
dias hero fpoke. His: hair fighed in the 
windy, and his wx>rds were feeble* 

King- o£Mor:vren^ Carthon CudjI fall iir. 

(^) TnUhc north ef Scotland'y. tilt very lately *. 

ifcey burnt a large twn^f of an oak at their fcfti- 

vaU y it was, called tk trmih eftht ftaft. Time bad' 

£d much ccmfecrated tb* puilnm , that the, yulgati 

^ugbLit^A iiod of iacrilege ladifuCc iu 
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At mUift of my courfe. A foreign toitib re* 
ceives y in youth , the lafl of Keuthamlr^g 
race. Darknefi dvrells in Bakluiha : and the 
diadov^s of grief in Crathmp. — But raife 
toy remembrance otx the banks of Lora: 
where my Others dwelt. Perhaps the huT* 
band of Moina will mourn over bis fiiUea 
Carthon^ 

His words reached the heart of CIe(sam<^ 
mor : he fell , in filence ^ on his Ion. The hoft 
ilood darkened around : no voice is on th^ 

Elains of Lora. Nieht came , and the moon ^ 
:om the eafV , looked on the mournful fidd :' 
but ftill they flood , like a tilent grove tha; 
lifts its head on Gormal , when the louj' 
winds are laid, and dark autumn is on th# 
plain. 

Three days they mourned over Carthon } 
on the founli bis rather died. In the narrow 
plain of the rock they lie ; aind a dimshoft 
defends their tomb. There lovely Moma is 
often feen ; when the fun-beam darts on 
die rock , and all around is duk. There 
she is feen , Malvina , but not like the 
daughters of the hill. Her robes are £rom 
die flraageri land 3 and she is fUll alone. 

Fingal was fad for Carthon 'j he defired' 
Kis bards to mark the day, when shadowy 
aotumn renixned. And often did t\v^>) tcos^ 
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the Hay, and fwg the herb's praifc. WKi 
comes Co dark from ocean s roar , like au« 
tumn's shadow^y cloud ? Death is trembling 
in his hand ! his eyesf are flames of fire ! 
Who roars al brig dark Lora's heath ? Who 
but Carthon , king of fwotds ? The people 
f&W I fee ! how" he fhides , like the fullen 
ghoft ofMorven ! — But there he lies a goodly 
oak , which fudden blafts overturned I When 
^halt thou rile, Balclutha's joy! lovely car- 
borne Carthon ? — Who comes fo dark from 
ocean's i^oar , like autumn s shadowy cloud } 

• Such were the words of the bards , in the 
3ay of their mourning : I have accompani- 
ed their voice ; and added to their fong.My 
foul has been mournful for Carthon; he fell 
in the days of his valour : and thou , O 
Clefsammor ! where is thy dwelling in the 
iiir ? ~ Has the youth forgot his wound? 
And flies he , on the clouds, with thee? 
' — I feel the (un, O Malvina, leave mc to 
my reft. Perhaps they may come to my 
dreams j I think I hear a feeble voice. — 
The beam of heaven delights to shine on 
the grave of Carthon : I feel it warm around. 

O thou ijiat rolleft above (i) , round as 
the shield of my fathers ! Whence are thy 
beams , O fun I thy everlafting light > Thou* 

(i) This paflage is fomethiog flinilar to Satan's 
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comeft forth in thy awful beauty , and the ftars 
hide themfelvesin the sky; the moon, cold and 
pale, finks in the v^cftern wave.But thou thyfelf 
jnoveft alone : who can be a companion of 
thy courfe ! I'he oaks of the mountains fell : 
the mountains themfelves decay with years $ 
the ocean shrinks and grows again : the 
moon herfelf is loft in heaven ; but thou 
art for ever the fame ; rejoicing in the 
brightnefs of thy courfe. When the world 
is dark with tempefts ; when thunder rolls , 
and lightning flies; thou lookeft in thy beauty, 
from the clouds , and lauehcft at the ftorm. 
But to Oflian , thou lookeft in vain ; for 
he beholds thy beams no more ; whether 
thy yellow hair flows on the eaftern clouds , 
or thou trembleft at the gates of the weft. 
But thou art perhaps , like me j for a (ea* 
fon , and thy years will have an end. Thou 
shalt deep in thy clouds , carelefs of the 
voice of the morning. — Exult then , O 
fun , in the ftrength of thy youth \ Age 

addreff to the Sun , in the fourth book of Para* 
dlfe Loft. 

O thou that vrith furpafling glory crowned , 
Looks from thy fole dominion like the god 
Of this new world j at whofe fight all the ftan 
Hide their dimimsh'd heads ; to thee I call , 
But with no friendly voice 3 and add thy namey 
O Son I 
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k <iatk and unlovely ; it h like the ^llm^ 
sneriog light of the moon , when it £inef 
through broken clouds > and the mift is on> 
fixe faiiis; the blaft of the north is on the 
f lain , the uaveller shnoks in the iiiid& 
#f hir {OHoieyr 
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Is the vind on FingaPs shield ? Or i^ 
the voice of pafl times in my hall i Sing 



(x) Tradirion throws conHdecable light on th« hi(t 
tory of Ireland, during the long reign ofFingal* 

the fon of Corahal , in Morven. Arth , the 

fon of Cairbre , fiTpreme king of Ireland , dying , 
was fuccccded by his fon Cormae , a minor.—— 
The petty kings and chiefs of the tribes met at 
Teroora» the royal palace , in order to chufe , out 
of their own number \, a guardian to the young 
king. Difputes , concerning the choice of a proper 
perfon » run high , and it was refolved to end all 
differences by giving the tuition of the young king 
to CuchuUin , the fon of Semo , tvho had ren- 
dered himfelf famous by his great anions , and 
who refilled , at the time , with Connar, the foQ 
of Caithbat » in Ulfler. 

Cuchullin was but three and twenty years did g 
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on, fweet voice , for thou art plcafant, zni 
carried av^ay my ai^t vkh joy. Sing on ^ 

«rhea be affinned the mana^emenc of al&irf in Ire- 
Und :aiid the inrafiou of Swaran happened, two yearr 
after. In the twenty- feventh year of Cucbullin's 
a$c t and the third of his admfniflxation , Torlatb y 
the fon of Cant^la , erne of the chie^ of that co- 
lony of Belgsr , vbo were .in podeiHon of the foutb 
c^ Ireland , fet up for himfelf in Connaugbt , and 
a^v^anced towards Temora , in; order to detht)Dne 
Cormac , who , excepting. Feradach y afterwards king 
of Ireland > was the only one of the Scotch race 
of kings exiiling in that country. CuchuUin march- 
ed agaiitft him , came up with <him at the lake 
«>f Lego , and totally defeated his forces* Torlatb fell 
in the battle by CuchuUin's hand ; but as he him* 
^If preCTed too eagerly on the flyh^ eoeiny , he 
was mortally wounded by an arrow , and died the 
.leeond day after* 

The good fortune of Cormac fell with Cuchul- 
liff ; many fet up for themfelves » ^^^ anarchy and) 
.confufion reigned. At lafi Cormac was taken o&\ 
iind Cairbar >. lord of Atha • one of the compe- 
fitors for the throne , having de&ated all liis rivah , 
^came fole monarch of Ireland. — —The family 
of Fingal , who were in the inceieft of CormacV 
family * were rcfolved to deprive Cairbar of tfe 
throne he had ufurped v in> particular , Ofcar the 
fon of 0(&an had determined to revenge the death 
of Cachol , his fricn<i • who had been ada^mared 

by Cairbar. The threats of Ofcar reached Cair- 

bat'S ears : he invited hini in a friendly manner 
to a fcsifh which he ba^^ prepared at the royal pa> 
lace of 'Temora , refolvmg to pick a quarrel « 
and have fome pretext for killing him. 

The quarrel happened i the foUowett of both 
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O BragAa » daughter of car-bome Sooz 
glan 1 

It is the vhke vave of the rock , and 
not CuchalHn's fails. Often do mlfls deceive 
me £>r the ship of my love I vrhen they 
life round Ccfmc ghoft , and (pread their 
gray skirts on the wind. Why doft thou delay 
thy coming , fon of the generous Scmo i 

fought , and Catrbar and Ofcar fdl by mucuat 
woundf V m the mean time lingal arrived from 
Scotland vrich an army , defeated the friends of 
Cairbar , and re-eftablished the lamiljr of Cormao 
In the pofieflion of the ktiigdom.>-~— The prefisnt 
poem concerns the death of Cuchullin. It is , ii» 
the original , called y Duan lock Leigo y i. e. The 
Poem ^Lego^$ Lak4 , and t4 an epifgde introduced 
in a great poem , which celebrated the laft expe* 
dkioB of Fingal into Ireland* The greateft part 
•f che po^m is lod , and nothing leraaint b^^ 
fome epifode , which a few old people in the nortii 

€f Scotland retain on memory. Cuchullin is th6 

moft famous champion in rhe Irish traditions and 
poems ', in them he is always called the redoubtable 
Cuchullin y and the fables^ cc^ncerning hrs Arengtl|> 
and valour are innumerable. Oflian thought his^ 
expedition againft the Fir-bolg ,. or Belgae oFBri- 
i;aiB , a fub^e^ fit for ai^ epit poem y which waf 
QjEtant till of lace /and wa» called TorA-na-^mna^ 
or a Difpuu abcvt PoJfeJJions > as the war whiciv 
was th« foundation of it ,. war commenced by thc^ 
British fielgat » who inhabited Ireland > in orde^ 

to extend their territories. The fragments thaf . 

remain of this poem are animated with the ge? 
Buine finrit of (Xfian \ (o that there can b« tn^ 
iwjbi that it wai of his. compoiuiaiu 
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^^Four times has autumn remmed with its 
winds , and raifed the Teas of Togorma (i) , 
£nce thou haft been in the roai of battles, 
and Btag^la diftant far. — Hills of tKe ifle of 
mift I when will ve an(wer to his hoimds? 
— But ye are darK in your clouds , zhd fad 
Bragela calls ini vain. Night comes rolling 
down : the face of ocean fails* The heath- 
cock's head is beneath his wing : the hind 
deeps with the hart of the defart. They 
shall rife with the morning's light , aAd 
feed on the mofly ftream. cut ray tears re* 
turn with the fun, my fighs come on with 
the night. When wilt thou come ia thinp 
arms, O chief of mofly Tura? 

Pleafant is thy vgice in O/Iian's ear I 
'daughter of car> borne Sorglan ! But retire 
to 3ie hall of shells ; to the beam of the 
burning oak. — Attend to the murmur of 
the fca : it rolls at Dunfcaich's walls : let 
flecp defcend on thy blue eyes , and xht 
hero come to thy dreams. 

• ( I ) Togotma , «. e. The ifland tf blue wdret i 
one of the Hebrides , was fubjed to Coonal , the 

fon of Caithbat , Cuchullin^s friend. He is 

fometimes called the fon of Colgar , from one of 

that name who was the founder of the family. » 

Connal, a few days before the newsof Torlath's re- 
volt came to Temora , had failed to Togorma hit 
liative ifle , where he was detained by contrary 
fviads during the war in wich Cuchullin was killed* 
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Cadiuliin fits at Lego's lake , at tKe dark 
rolling of waters. Night is around the hero; 
and his thoufands fpread on the heath : a 
hundred oaks burn in the midfl , the feaft 
x)f shells is fmoaking wide- — Carril ftrikes 
the harp , beneath a tree ; his gray locks 
iglitter in the beam ; the ruflling blafl of night 
IS near , and Lifts his aged hair. — Ws 
fong is of the blue Togorma , and of iti 
chief , Cuchullin's friend. 

Why art thou ahfent, Gonnal , in the 
day of the gloomy dorm ? The chie& of 
the (buth have convened againft the car* 
borne Gormac : the winds detaii^i thy (ails , 
and thy blue waters roll around thee. Buc 
Cormac is not alone : the Con of Semo 
fights his battles. Semo's Ton his battles 
fights I the terrpr of the fEranger I he thai 
is like the vapou;: of de^th (i) , flpwl^ boxnf 

(i) OiM ^' f» vi^fMV fptCivvw ^«t/yfnr«i mif 

HoM, n. jj 

As vap9un blown by Auficr's firkry breath » 
Pregnane wich plaguei , and sbeddiog fectiU of 
death, '\ 

Beneath the rage of butniog Sirius rife ^ 
£hoke the paich'd earth.ai^ blacken all tb: skieti 



i 
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hy £iltry vinds. The fun reddens in its prc- 
ieBce y the |>eople M around* 

$ttch wjis tKe Tong <if Carril , vben a (bii 
of the foe appealed ; he threw down hk 
pointleft ^ear , and {poke the words of 
Torlath , Torlath xhe chief of heroes , from 
Leeo's fable fiirge : he that led his thou- 
sands to battle, againft car-borne Cormac^ 
Cormac , who was diftatit far , in Temo* 
^a's (i) echoing halls : he learned to bend 
the bow of his fiithers « and to lift the ^ac 
^or long didft thou lift the &ear, midiy- 
'Shining j>eam of youth i 4eatn ihinds dim 
S>ehind thee , like the darkened half «f the 
jnooB bdund its growing fight. 

Oichul^ ^cfe before the bard (7,), that 
icame icom generous Torlath ; be o&red 
Jum the sh^n of joy , and honoured the foa 
«f iongs. Sweet iroice of Lego i he faid, 

(<f ) The f oyal palace of tbe Irish kia^ } TeamhraUi 
according to ibme of the bards. 

f i) The bards i^rere the heralds of ancient times ; 
«nd their peHbns were facred on account of thdr of- 
ifiee. In later times they abofed that priTilefej and as 
iheir perfons were invidable,they fatyrifed and lam- 
pooned fo freely tbofe who were not liked by 
their patfcfns > that thqr became a pubKc nuifaRce. 
Icreeoed under the chara^er4>f heralds » they f^Tody 
abufed the enemy when he would not accept the 
terms they ofiered. 
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irliat ate the v'ords oF Torlath ? Comes he 
lo our feaft or bacde , the car-borne (on o£ 
Cantda (<). 

He comes to thy batde , replied tike bardr 
to the founding ihife pF (pears. — Whea 
jtoxsning is gray cm Lego , Torlath viU 
£ght on the plain : and v'ilt thou meet him « 
in thine acms^ king of the ifle of mill f 
Terribic is the (pear of Torlath !'it is a 
meteor o{ night, iie lifts it , and the people 
fall : death ms in die lightning of his (word* 

Do I fear , reptied Cuchullin, the fyoLt 
of car - bome Torlath I fie is brave as « 
thoulaod heroes ; but my foul delights in 
▼ar. The ivord reds not by the (ide of 
Cuchullm , h9xd ef the timet of old] Mqm^ 
ing shall meet me on the. plain 3 andele^m 
«n tbe klae ^ms of Semo's Con. -^ 6ut fif 
thou y on the heath , Q bard i and let p« 
hear iliy voice : p^rtalce of the joyM shdl | 
and hear the fongs of Temora. 

This is fi9 time , replied the bM , w 
|»ear die fong ^f j«y ^ ^hen the Qiighty 
are n> meet k^ battle like the fir«ngth of^ 
the vaves oi t'eeo. Why art thou fo dark , 
iSiipa9ai;{%)lwiSidll thy filenr v^oad^^No 
' • • .. ' ■ . -'I ' , • 

<i).Ccatt-tcola* , W of a famHy. 

41) Slk'-in6r, Ifrtet ii(/. 
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j|i The DEATH of CUCHULUN: 
green ftar trembles on thy top ; no moon- 
beam on thy (ide. But the meteois of death 
are there , and the gray watry for;ns of 
ghofts. Why art thou dark , Slimora I vith 
3iy file&t vp'oods :? 

He retired, in the ^ound of his (bng ; 
Carril accompanied his voice. The mufie vas 
like, the memory of joys that are pad , pl^a- 
(ant and mournful to the foul. The ghoils 
of departed bards heard it from Slimora*s 
£de. Soft founds (pread sdong the wpod , 
and the filent valleys of night rejoice.— 
So, when he fits in the filence of noon , in 
die tvalley of bk breeze , .the humming of 
the mountain bee comes to OfSan's ear : 
the gale drowns it often in its eourle } but 
the ple.a(ant found teturns again. 

Raife^ ^idCuchulUn, to his hundre4 hztisi 
^e fong 0^ the noble Fingal : that fong 
which he heacs at night , when the dreams 
of his reft defcend : wl:^en the bards .ftrike. 
the diftant harp , and the f^t light gleams 
on $elma's walls. Or let the grief oT lira 
rile , and the fighs of the mother o( CtU 
aaar (j) ., when hp was foughr , ia mnt 

<i) Galmar the Ton of Macha. Hi^ death is^ related 

at largcyin the third book of Fingal. He was the ontj 

ion of Mathai a.udthe family was extiiij^ in hisi* 

The feat of the family was^ on the banks of 

^e liver l^arai u) tbe.^eigtibouthoo^ ojF iLe|{0> 

an 
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Senilis h]lls;and sKe beheld his bovr in the halt. 
— Carril, place the shield of Caithbaton that 
branchy and let the fpear of Cachniiin be near^ 
that the found of my battle may rife with the 
gray beam of the eafl. 

The hero leaned on his Other's shield : 
the (bng of Lara roCe. The hundred bards 
were diftant far : Carril alone is near the 
chief. The words of the fong were hisy 
and the found of his harp was mournftil. 

Alclitha (i) with the aged locks I moAcr 
of car-borne Calmar I why doft thou look 
towards the defart , to behold the return of 
thy fon } Thefe are not his heroes , dark on 
the heath : nor is that the voice of Calmar : 
it is but the diftant grove , Aicl^tha ! 
bat the roar of the mountain wind ! 

Vfho (») hounds over Lara's Aream , fiftcc 

and probably near the place ivhere Cuchullia lajr p 
«hich circumftance fuggefted cp him, the lan^en* 
Udon of AlcUcha over hec fon. 

(i) Ald-cla*tha , decaying heamtf : pibSablf a 
Poetical name given the motlxr of Cahnar , by the 
batdhimfelf. 

' (t)AlcMthi Tpeaks. Calmar had promtftd td re^ 
^m , by a certain day f and his mother and hit 
ufter Alona are rcprefented bv the .bard as look** 
»Jg , with impatience , towards that quarter where 
^7 expeded Calmar would make his ^ftappaix^* 

you a c 
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.of the noble Calmar } Does not Ald^tln 
i«hold his (pear ? But her eyes are dim • Is Ic 
fipt jthfi jfod of Matha , daughter of my love 2 

It IS hvLt an aged oak , Alcl^tha ! replied 
Ae lovely weeping Alona (i) ; it is but aa 
oak y AipMtha , bent over Lara's flream. Bat 
<trho comes along the plain } Conovcr is ia 
iis ^eed; He lifts high the (pear of Calr 
ff>ar. Alcletha, it is covered with blood I 

But Jt is covered with the blood of foes (»), 
£fler oJF car>borne Calmar I his fpear never 
returned unftained with blood (3) , nor his 
fcow from the ftrife of the mighty. The battle 
is con&med in his prefence : he is a fiam^ 
of death , Alona 1— Youth (4^ of the mouraf 
hi ipeed! where is the (on or Ald^tha ? Doef 
he return with his fame ? in the midfl of his 
'4^oiog shields? — Thou art dark iind filent! 
.— -Cajmar is then no motjt* Tell xne not ^ 

{0 Aluinc, tx^fiuly hautiful* 

' ()) From the blood of the 0aiia , fcom the fit 
ef che mighty « the how of Jonathan returned not 
l>4cl^ , Mi4 lhe fMTord of Saul ceturaed not empty. 

iSam. i.tb 

C4) She addreffes hcrfelf to Larnir , Calmar|i 
friend , viho had returned yiith the news of bit 
dcaJi* 
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^rrior , iiov he fell ^ for I cannot hear of 
his voond* — 

Why doft thou look tovards the de&rt^ 
mother of car-borne Calmar ? — 

Such vas the fong o^ Carril, v^hen Cuchullln 
by on his shield : the bards reAed on their 
harps , and flecp fell foftly around. — Ther 
fon of Semo was av^ake alone ; his (bul vas 
fixed on die \i^ar.— The burning oaks began 
to decay ; faint red light iis fpread around.-— 
A feeble voice is heard : the ghofl of Calmar 
came. He ftalked in the beam. Dark is th<| 
wound in his (ide. His hair is difbrdered and 
\ooCe» Joy (itsf darkly on his face : and he feem& 
to invite Cuchullln to his cave. i 

Son of the cloudy night ! faid the rifing chief 

of Erin j Why don thou bend thy dark eyes 

, on me , ghoft of the car-borne Calmar 1 

WouldA thou frighten me, O Matha's fon! 

from the battles of Cormac ? Thy hand was 

not feeble in war; neither was thy voite ( i) 

fer peace. How art thou changed , chief of 

^ Lara 1 if thou now doft advife to fly ! — But ^ 

9 Calmar , I never fled. I never feared (i) the 

f kbofts of the defart. Small is their knowledge^ 

. fi) See Cilmar's fpeecb , fn the flrft book of 
fifigal. 

_ (i) Sec CucbulJiuV teply to Connal , conctmin^ 

c vi 
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and v^ak dieir hands .3 their dwttVift^ is is 
the wind. — ^But my foul growtg in danger^ 
and rejoices in the noife or fteel. Retire cnou 
tf> thy cave; thou ait not Cah«ar's ghdft; 
lie delighted in battle , and his arm \raslikr 
$hfi thunder of heaven* 

He retired in his 1>iaft with joy , for he ha^ 
lieard the voice of his praife. The faint beam 
of the morning rofe y and th« found of 
Caithbat's buckler Spread. Green UllinV 
w^arriors convened , like the roar of many 
ilreams. — The horn of war is heard over 
Lego5 the mighty Toilath came- 

Why doft thou come with thy tlio«(an(fs,' 
Cuchullin, faid the chief of Lego. I know thei 
ilrength of thy. jurm , and thy foul is aa 
unextingitishjed fire.— Why f ghc ^c not on 
irhe plain , and let our hofts be'hol4 our deed?* 
JLet them behold us like roaring wavej, tha; 
tumble round, a cock : the mariners hafteo 
^way^ ^d look on their ftrife w;th fear. 

Thou rifeft , Kke the fun, on my (buf ; 
replied the fon of Semo. Thine arm js mighty^ 
O Torlath ! and worthy of my wrath. Retire , 
ye^men of Ullin, to Slimora*$ shady ^de; 
iehold the qhief pf Erin, in thp <!ay ,ol bis 
&me.--Carril I tell to mighty Connal^ if ^ 
Cuchullin muft /all , jcell hiip I accufed the 
Vinds which tou OA Togorma*s waves*— 
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Never W2S \c abfenc in battle , Vhen dit 
ilrife of my feme arofe. — Let this (Word be 
before Cormac, like the beam of heaven r 
Jet his counfel {bund in Temora in the d^j 
©f danger*' * 

He rushed )J^ the (onnd of his arxns'y 
l^ike the terrible fpirit of Loda (l), whe» 
he comes in the roar of a thoufand florms » 
loid (catters battles from his- eyes!.-^He (its 
on- a? cloud over LochlinV feas : his mighty 
land rs on his fve^ord, and the winds lift his 
Naming locks. — Sa terrible waS' CuchuUih in 
the day of his fame. — Torlath fell by his 
hand , and Legp*s heroes moorned. — They 
gather around me chief like the clouds of the 



fi) Loda,in the rfiird btJok of Fihgaf , ij mcnw 
tioned as a place of worship in Scandinavia : by 
thc/pirit of Loda, the poec probably means Odin , 
the great deity of the northern nations. He is de- 
fcribed here with all his terrors about him , noc 
unlike Mars , as he his introduced in a {imile^ 
in rfa6 feyenth lUad.- 

' O^i T* ti«7 4roxeu6vA.^ia-' obfipca j owe «r« KpoviW 

So Aalks in arms the griily god of Thrace ^ 
"When Jove to punish faithlefs men prepares ^ 
And gives whole nations to the wafte of wars. * 

t Port; 

Jb 11} 
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Jefart. — A thoufand Cwotis rofe ac once ; I 
thoufaad arroxv'S fle^; but lie ftood like t 
Tock in the midft of a roaring fea. — ^They 
fell around ^ he fhrode in blood : dark Slimora 
echoed wide. — The fonsof Ullin came , and 
the battle fpread over Lego. — The chief of 
•Ef in overcame ; he returned oyer the field 
iV'ith his fame. — • 

But pale he returned ! The joy of his face 
tt'as dark. He rolled his eyes in iilence.--^ 
The fv^ord hung , unsheathed , in his hand , 
and his ipear bent at every flep. 

Carril, faid the king in fecret , the ftrength 
of Cuchullin fails. My days are with the year$ 
that are pad : and no morningof mine shall 
arifc. — They shall feek me at Temora , but I 
shall not be found. Cormac will weep in his 
hall, and fay , a Where is Tura's chief? »— 
But .my name is renowned I my fame in the * 
fong of bards. — The youth will fay in fecret^ 
O let me die as CucKulUn died ; reaown 
cloathed him like a robe ; and the light of his 
fame is great. Draw the arrow from my fide; 
and lay Cuchullin beneath that oak. Place the 
shield of Caithbat near, that they may 
behold me amidfl the arms of my facners. — 

And is the Con of Semo fallen ( i ) , faid 
(0 The Irish hiftorians have placed CuchulUa 
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Carril viA a figh?-MoumfiiI are Tiua's^ 
wzlls'j attd forrov dv/ells at Dunicaich. — ^ 
T^Y iponCe IS left alone in her youth, the 
ion ( I ) of thy love is alone. — He shall 
conieto Bragela^and ask Jier vhy she weeps* 
— He shall lift his eyes to the waif, ani 
fee his father's fword. — Whofe fVordit that? 
he will fay : and the foul of his mother is 
£id. VP^ho is that , like the hart of die defart ^ 
in the murmur of his courfc? — His eyes loofc 
wildly round in fearch ofhis friend.^— -Connal , 
fbn of Colgar , where haft thou been , when 
the mightv fell > Did the feas of Togorma 
roll round thee ? Was the wind of the foutb 
in thy fai^s? The mighty have fallen in battle » 
and thou waft not there. — Let none tell ic 
in Selraa, nor in Morven's woody land y 
Fingal will be (ad, and the tons of the 
defart mourn* 



in th2 firfl ccfiniiy. The tranflator lias givcif 

his reafons for fixing him in the third , in the 
didercacion which is prefixed to this coHs^ion. 
In other paxticulars the accounts of Keating ancl 
O'Flaherty coincide pretty nearly with Oflian's 
poems , and the traditions of the Highlands and 
Ifles. They fay that he was killed in the twenty - 
icvcnth y^ar ofhis age , and they give him a 
great chara^er for his wifdom and valour. 

fi) Conloch 9 ^ho was afterwards very famous 
for his great exploits in Ireland. He was Co re- 
iparkable for his dexterity io handling the \$,vz\in » 
that when a good m4fkfmaa i$ defctibed , it haft 

c w 
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/By the dark rolling waves of Lego they 
fai(ed the hero's tomb. — Luath ( i) > at a 
diflaoce, lies, the companion of CuchuiUn, 
at the chace. — Bleft { » ) be thy foul , foil 
of Semo ; thou wert mighty in battle, ^Thy 
flrenffth was like the ftrength of a ftream: 
thy ^eed likie the eagle's ( 3 ) wing. — Thy 
path in the battle was terrible : the Aeps of 
death were behind thy fword. — Blcft be thy 
foul , fon of Semo ; car-bouie chief ojf 
Dunfcaich ! 

Thou haft not fallen by the fword of the 
mighty , neither was thy blood on the (pear 
pf the valiant. — The arrow came , like the 

pafled into a proverb 9 in the nonh of Scotlaqd « 
J{e is unerring as the arm of Conlock, 

(i) It was of old , the cuftom tb bury tbe fa« 
yourite dog near rhe maftcr. This was not pecu- 
liar ro the- ancient Scots , for we find it pradi fed 
by many other nations in their ages of heroifm.— 
There is 'a ftone shewn (lilt at Dunfcaich in the 
ifle of Sky » to which CuchiilUn commonly bound 

his dog Luath. The ftonc goes by his name to 

this day. 

(1) This is the Cong of the bard& ©vet Cuchul- 
lin's tomb, Every ftanza clofes with fome remark- 
able title of the hero , which was always the cudoot 

in funeral elegies. ' The verfe of the fong is a 

lyric meafure , and it was of old fung to the harp. 

' (5) They were fwifter than eagles , they wcnp 
Ifcrongcc than lioAs* a Sank i. »3 » 
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Ulng of Jeath ia a blaft : nor did the feeble 
hand , which drew the bow , perceive it. 
"Peace to thy foid , in thy cave , chief of 
theiflc ofMiftI 

The mighty are difperfed at Temora i 
there is none in Cormac's had* The king 
mourns in his youth , for he does not behold 
thy coming. The found of thy shield is 
ceafed : his foes are gathering round. Soft 
be thy reft in thy cave , chief of Erin's wars ! 

Bragela will not hope thy returm , or fee 
thy faiis in ocean's foam. — Her fteps are 
not on the shore : nor her ear open to the 
voice of "thy rowers* — She fits in the hall 
of shells, and fees the arms of him that is no 
more. — Thine eyes are foil of tears , daugh- 
ter of car-borne Sorglan 1 — BIcft be thy 
fiuil la death, O chief of shady Cromla.l 
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JD AUGHTBR of heaven ( i ), (air art thou ! the 
filence of thy face is piealant. Thou comeft 

(i) It may not be improper here , to give the ftoiy 
ivhich is the foundation of this poem » at it is hano- 

ed down by tradition. Ufnoth » lord of 

£tha , which is probably that part of Argyleshire 
which is near Loch Eta » an arm of the fea in 
Lorn « had three fons^, Mathor, Althos, and Ar* 
dan by Sliflama » the daughter of Semo and fifteo 
to tlie celebrated CuchuUin. The three brothers » 
when very young , were fent over to Ireland , by 
their father , to learn the ufe of arms , under their 
uncle Cttchullin 9 who made a great hgute in that 
kingdom. They were juft landed in VUket when tho 
news of CiKhallin's neaih arrived. Nathos , though 
very young , took the command of CuchuUin'l 
army , made head againfl Cairbar the ufurper , 
and defeated him in feveral battles. Cairbas at laft 
having found .means to murder Corroac the law» 
fill king , the army of Nathos shifted fides » and 
he himfelf was obliged to return into Ulfter , ia 
order to pafs over into Scotland. 

Bar-thufa^, the daughter of Collt » with whent 
Cairbar vas in love , refided , at that time , in Se* 
lama a caftle in Ulfler : she faw , fell in love , and 
lied with Nathos ; but a ftorm rifiag at fea ) they were 
imfortunately driven back nn that part of the coail 
of Ulfter , wliere Cahbar was^ encamped withhis art' 
. my > waiting for Fingal vho meditated an expedi-^ 
tio». into Ireland ,, (» re-eftablish the Scotch race 



^ DAK-THULA: 

forth m lovtiUnefs : the /br. mend thy Mae 
^ •!« tKe caft. The clouds rejoice m thy 
ftcps m ^^ca^'- ; ^ brighten th«k dark- 
r'^^'^'r^jS Who'is mc tlec irf heaven, 
trown fides, w it 2 Thenars ^^.c ashamed 

» *y P'*;'^^^^ doft thou retire 

^^^cofdc, when the darknefs (i) of 
from ^y ^ce grows ? Haft thou thy hall 
thy ^2 ? Dwelleft thou in the shadow 
W^^ r^^ Have thy fifters fallen from hea- 
? Arc they wha rejoiced with thee , at 
^f V po more ? — Yes ! — they have fallen, 
T'^iurbt! aad thou doft often retire to mourn* 



loiici 00 ^c throne of t^t kingdom* The.thrce 
Jl^tSf ^^^ baviiig defended themielves » foe 
^''''^•-iit . with ereat bravery, were overpawered and 



»^^fr,withgreatl 
*^1 and the unfora 



unfortunate Dar-tbula killed berrci^ 
...^ pj« ^^'-Z of her beloved Naiho?» 

QtRitL opens the poem r on the night preceding 
^ deitb of the fons of UiVioth. » ana brings in » 
fr^/vay of epifode , what paiTed before. He relate* 
Yg death or Dar-thula dtnetently from the com- 
^g tradition i his account is the moft probable r 
, fuicide feems to have been unknown in thofe 
*ly^ tiroes : £k no traces of it are found in the 
^ poetry. 

^i) The addreA to the moon is very beantifuF 
wilie original. It is in a lyric meafure , aadap« 
^ifs to have becn^fung co the harfK 

1%} The peer meaat the neon ia ha «io« 
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--But thou tliyfelf shalt ^I , one night ^ 
and leave thy blue path in heaven. The ftars 
will then lift their green- l^ea^s : they ^hcr 
were ashamed in my prei^ence , will re** 
|Qicc« . , X 

Thou art now clothed with tJiy bright- 
nefs? look ftom thy gates in the sky. Burft the 
cloud, O wind, that the daughter of night 
may look forth , that the sha^y mount/un$ 
may brighten , and the ^ocean j:oll its blup 
waves in light.. ' 

Nathos (i) is on the deep ^ and Althot 
that beam of youth , Ardan i^s near his bro- 
thers ; they move in the gloom of their courfe* 
The fons of tT&otfa move in darkne(s , from 
ihe wrath of car^borne Cairbar (i). 

Who Is that dim', by their fide I the night 
has covered heif beauty, ^er hair, fighs on 
ocean's wind ^ W robe flireams in dusky 
wreaths. She is like the fair fpirit of hea-r 
Ten , in the midft of his shadowy mifl. Wha 
is it but Dar-thula ( 3) , the firft of Erin's 

(i) Nachof ^ffiiBes yotttkfttl , AiUboi 9 txquifiti 
beauty i^^Axdzu i pri(k, 

(1) Cairbar, who murdered Cormac king of Ire« 
land 9 and ufurped the throne. He was arrerwards 
killed by Ofcar die fonof .CKfian in a tingle combac^ 
The poet , opba other occafions > gives him the epi* 
Act of rcd4;dred. ' 

(5) Dac-tbular , or Dart-'huile , a woman with fm 
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maiJs ! $Iie has fled £rom die love of Cair^ 
bar ,■ with the pr-borne Nachos* But the winds 
deceive theef, O Dar-ihula ; and deny the 
^oody Etha to thy faib. Theft are xiot thy 
mountains , Nathos , nor is that the roar of 
thy climbing waves. The halls of Cairbac 
are near ; and the towers of the foe lift 
iiieir heads. Ulliii fbretches its green head 
into the Tea ; and TurSi's bay receives the 
ship. Where have ye been, ye touthern winds I 
when die fons of my love tb'ere deceived ? 
But ye have been fi>orting oh plains , and 
purfulng the diiftles beard. O that ye had 
been cuflling in the Ciilsof Nadios> till the 
hiils of Etha rofe ! tKl they rofe in their 
clouds , and £aw their coming chief 1 Long 
haft thou been abfent , Nathos I and the day 
of thy return is paft (i). . 

But the land* of ftrangers (aw thee , lo* 
Telytthou waft lovely in the eyes of Dar- 
thula. Thy face was like the light of the 
morning, thy hair like the raven's wing. Thy 

tyes. She was tHe inoft famous beaucjr of antiqui» 
ly. Taihk day , when a wom^n is praifedfor her 
beauty , the common phrafc is , that she^is as lo^ 
peiy as Dar-thula*- 

(i) That is , the day- appointed by dcftihy. Ve^ 
find no deity In O/Iian's poetry , if fate is no» 
one; of that he is very full in fome of his|)oej»f 
in the tranflatot's haodst 
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JToul vsM^^eherous and milcf , like the hour 
of the fettmg fun. Thy words vere the gale 
of the reeds , or the gliding ibeam of Lonr. 

But v^hen the rage of battle rofe , thoa 
vafl like a fea in a ftorm ;, the clang of 
arms was terrible : the hofl vanished at thd 
found of thy courfe. — It was then Dar- 
thula beheld thee , firom the top of her n)ofIy 
tower : from the tower of Seiama (i) j whert 
iier fathers dwelt. 

Lovely an thou , O ftranger f she faid ; 
for her trembling foul arofe. Fair art thoii 
in thy battles , friend of the* fallen Cor- 
mac I (i) Why doft thou rush on , in thy 
valour , youth of the ruddy look ? Few are 
thy hands , in battle , againft the car-bornq 
Cairbar I — O that I might be freed of his 
love I (3) that I might rejoice in the pre* 

(1) The poet does not mean that Selima which 
k mentioned as the Teat of Tofcar in Ulder ,. in' 
the poem of Conlath and Cuchona. The word' in' 
the original Signifies either beautiful to behold » or^ 
t place with a pUafant or wide profpe^. In thofe 
times , they built their houfes upon eminences 9 to 
command a view of the country , and to pre- 
vent their being furprized : many of them , on 
that account « were called SeUma. The iamour 
SeUna of Fingal is dexived from the fame root. 

(x) Cormac the young khig of Ireland , wbo^ 
was murdered by Cairbar. 
il) That is y of the love of Caicbac,. 



I 
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fence of Nathos ! — Blcft arc the to€ki of 
Echa ; they will behold his fleps af the chacel 
they will fee his white bolbai , wiieo the 
winds lift his raven hair I 

Such were thy words , Dar-thula , in Se- 
lan^aV mofly towers. But , now , the night 
is round thee : and the winds liave deceived 
thy fails. The winds have deceived thy (ails , 
Dar-thula : their bloflering fi>und is high, 
Ceafc a little while , O north wind, and 
let me hear the voice of the lovely. Thy 
Toice is lovely ^ Dat-thulai between the 
ruflling blaftSk 

Are thefe- the rocks of Nathos ; and the 
roar of his^ mountain-ftreams > Comes thar 
beam of light from Ufnoth's nightly hall? 
The mill rolls around , and the beam is 
feeble : but the light of Dar-thula's foul is 
the car-borne chief o£ Etha 1 Son of the 

Senerous Ufnoth, why that broken figh?. 
Lre we not in the land of ftrangers , duief 
of echoing Etha 2 

Thefe are not the rodks of NatKos , he 
replied , nor the roar of his flreams* No light 
comes from Etha's halls, for they aure diilaat 
far. We are in the land of flraogerf, in the 
land of car-borne Cairbar. The winds have 
deceived us, Dar-thula. Ullin lifts here her 
green hiils^—^ Go towards ihe north, Althosy 
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l^e tby fteps, Ardan , along the^coaft; that 
the foe may not come ia darknels, and oof 
hopes of Etha fail.— 

^ I v^ill go toxrards that mofly tov^er aand 
fee vrho dw'eUs about the beam.' — KtUt^ 
Par-thala, on the shore I reft in peace ^ 
thou beam of light ! the fvp^ord of NathoS 
is ardund thee , like the lightning of 
heaven. 

He irent. She (at alone ^ and heard the 
rolling of the wave. The big tear is in her 
eye ; and she looks for the car-borne Nachos. 
—Her foul trembles at the blaft. And she 
turns her ear towards the tread of his feet; 
^— The tread of his feet is not heard. Where 
art thou , fbn of my love I The roar of th^ 
blaft isaronnd me. Dark is the cloudy nightl 
—But Nathos does not return. What detains 
thee, chief of Etha? — Have the foes n;iet 
the hero in the ftrife of the nights- 
He r^urned , bat his face was dark ; he 
had feeuhis departed friend. — It was the wall 
of Tura , and the ghoft of Cuchuliin ftalked 
there. The fighing of his breaft was frequent; 
and the decayed flame of his eyes terrible* 
His {pear was a column of mift : the ftars 
looked dim throu^ his. foi^cn. His voice was 
like^ hollow wind in a cave : and he told 
the tale of grief. The foul of Nathos was 
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&d , like the fun ( i ) in the day' o£ iniff^ 
when his £ice is wacry and dim* 

Why art thou fad , O Nathos , faid the 
Jovely daughter of Golla? Thoiv art a pillar 
of Jight to Darrthula: the joy of iher eyes 
is in Etha's chief. Where is my friend (i)i 
but Nathos? My fether refts in .the tomb. 
Silence dwells on Selan^a : fadneft (preads 
on the blue flreams of my land. My A^iendi 
have fallen , with Cormac. The mighty were 
flain in the battle of Ullin. 

. Evening darkened on the pfain. The blue 
ftreams fid led before mine eyes. The unfre- 
<^uent blafl came ruftling in the tops of 
Selama's groves. My feat was-bcneath a tree 
©n the walk of my fathers. Truthil paft before 
my foul 'y the brother of my love ; he thai 

• Ci) Condltu$ innubcm y medioquerrefugerit orhe^, 

VlRC. ^ 

' — Thro*' mlfti he shoots his fallen "beams , 
JFnigal of Ijgfat y inloofe and AraggHiig Oreara^* 

DiLYDEN* ' 
— (i) ot/ T'cep it' fl&isMr 

HoM.Ti,4xf; ' 
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iris zijCcnX (i)ia battle ag^infl the car-boroe 
Calxbar* 

Beading on his fpear, jtHe gray-hairel 
Collacame : his dov^ncaft J^ce is dark , and 
Conow dvf'ells in his foul. His fv^^ord is oa 
the fide of the hero : the helmet of his father* 
on his head. — The battle grows ia his breaft* 
Me ftrives to hide jche tear. 

Dar-thula^ he fi^ng faid^ thou arc the 
laft of Colla's raee^ Truthil is fallen In battle. 
The king (i) of Sehmais no more. — Cairbar 
comes.^ with his thpufands , towards Selama's 
walls^ — ;Colla will meet his pride , and 
-revenge "his fon. But where shall I find thy 
fafety , Dar-thula, with the dark-brown hairt 
jhou ari,Jovely as thp fiia-beam of heaven, 
and Ay friends arc Ipw! 

' And is the fon oftatde faHeii? I (aid witi 
a burfting (igh. Ceafed the generous foul of 
Truthil to lighten through the field? — ^My 
fiifety , Colla, is in diat bow ; I have Icarnea 
to pierce the deer. Is not Cairbar like the 
hart of the de&rt , father ofisdita Truthil ? 

' (0 The fiimily of Colla prefcrved ihctt loyalty 
to Ck>rmac long after che death of Cucfaullin. 

(a) It is' very common, in Oflian's poetty , tat 
give thfi title of King to every ckief that vttk ui 
nackable Sat his valour. 



to D A R - t HUX A; 

The face of age brighcened Vith joy : and 
tlie crouded tears of his eyes poured downl 
The lips of Colla trembled, rlis ^rs^ beard 
^hiftled in the blaft. Thou art the lifter of 
Truthil, he fald, and thou burned in the fire of 
his foul. Take, Dar-thula, take that fpear, that 
brazen shield , that burnished helmet : they 
ard the fpoils of a xif'arrior : a fon ( i ) of 
early youth. — ^When the light rifes on Selama, 
yyt go to meet the car-borne Caiibar.— But 
Iceep thou, near the arm of Colla ; Keneath 
the shadow of my shield. Thy father, Dar- 
thula , could once defend thee ; but age is 
trembling on his hand. — The ftrength of his 
arm has failed , and his foul is darkened 
vith grief. 

^ We paflei the night in forrow.Thclight 
of morning rofe. I ^one in the arm qf battle. 
The gray-iaired hero moved before. The 
fons of Selama convened around the founding 
shield of Colla. But few were they in the 
plain , and their locks were gray. The 
youths had fallen with Truthil , in the battle 
of car-borne Cormac. , 

^ Companions of my yonthi feid Colla; 

.-:... _, : .. ,.j 

(i) The poft , to make the ftory of Dar-thiila'f 
tcming hetfe\{ for hakt\m^ more probtbte , makes 
licr armour co be that of a very yoimg man| 
otbenvife It would shock all belief ^ thac she , who 
was very young , ihould be able to carry ic. 
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It vas not thus you have feen me in arms. 
It was not thus I flrode to battle , whea the 
great Coafadan fell. But ye are laden with 
grief. The darknefs of age comes like the 
tnift of the defart. My shield is worn with 
years ; my fword is fixed ( i ) in its place. I 
laid to my foul , thy evening shall be calm , 
and thy departure like a fading light. But 
the ftorm has returned; I bend like an aged 
oak. My boughs are fallen on Selama , anj 
I tremble in my place. — Where art thou, 
with thy fallen heroes, O my car-borne 
Truthil! Thou anfwereftnot from thy rushing 
blaft; and the foul of thy father is fad. But 
I will be fad no more; Cairbar or Colla mud 
falL I feel the returning ftrength of my arm. 
My heart leaps at the iound of battle. 

The hero drew his fword. The gleaming 
(>Iades of his^people rofe. They moved along 
:be plain. Their gray hair fn-eamed in the 
^jind. — Cairbar fat , at the feaft, in the (Uenc 

ain of Lona {%). He (aw the coming of 

|x) Ic was the cuftom of xhoCc timet , that every 

rior, at a certain age, or when be became un« 

: the field , fixed his arms $ in the great hall , 

the tribe feafted , upon joyful occafions. He 

afcerwards never to appear in batde j and this 

of life was catted the time of fixing tf the 

I Lona , « marsfy plain,' Jx was tbecallom ,\tl 
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the heroes , and be called his chie£( W 
battle* 

Why (i) should I tell to Nathos, hovr 
the ftrife of battle grew ! I have feen thee, 
in the midft of thoufands^ like the beam 
of heavens fire; it is beautiful, but terrible; 
the people fell in itsredcourfe. — Thefpcat 
/of Colla flew, for he remembered the battles 
of his youth. An arrow came with its found , 
and pierced the heroes fide. He fell on bis 
echoing shield. My foul Parted with fear; I 
ilretched my buckler over him;but my heaving 
breafl was feen. Cairbar came , with his 
(pear , and he beheld Selama's maid : joy 
rofe on his dark-browii face ; he ffayed the 
Hfted fleel. He raifed the tomb of Colla } 
and brought me weeping to Selaitia. He 
(poke the words of love^ but. my Coul^^as 
ted. i faV the sMelds of my fathers , ani 

the days of OflGan » to feaft after vietory, Caid 
had )uft provided an encercainmenc for his army ». 
lypon the defeat of Truchil the foa of Colla , and 
the reft of the party of Cormac , when Colla and 
his aged warriors arrived to give him battk. 

(i) The poet avoids the defcriptiofi of the battfe 
of Looa , as it would be improper in the mouth 
of a woman 9 and could have nothing new , after 
the numerous defcriptions > of that kind , in his 
other poems. He , at the fame time , gives an op-^ 
portunity to Dar-thula to pafs a fine complimenc 
OA herlover* 

thct 
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tic fvrord of car-borne Truthil, I fav the 
arms of die dead , and the tear was on my 
cheek. 

Then thou didft come, O Nathos: and 
gloomy Cairbar fled. He fled like the ghoft 
of the defart before the morning's beam. Hif 
hofls were not near : and feeble was his arm 
a^ainft thy fteel. 

Why (i) art thou fad, O Nathos? (aid 
tlie lovely maid of CoUa. 

I have met , replied the hero , the battle 
in ray youth. My arm could not lift the (pear^ 
when firft the danger ro(e y but my foul 
brightened before the war , as the green 
narrow vale , when the fun pours his flreamy 
beams , before he hides his head in a ilomu 
My foul brightened in danger before I fa«^. 
Selama's fair ; before I faw thee , like a flar , 
that shines on the hill , at night j the clouj 
iowly comes, and threatens the lovely light. 

\ Ve are in the land of the foe ^ and the 
rin?s have deceived us , Dar-thula ! th'b 
bength of our friends is not near , nor the 
fountains of Etha. Where shall I find thy 

f i) It i« ufual with OiHan , to repeat , at the end 
Vthe epifodes , the fentence wich introduced them. 
Irings back the mind of the reader to the mai» 
hr of the poem* 

Jot. n, l^ 
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peace , daughter of mighty Colla ! The bro- 
thers of Nachos are brave : and his own 
Cwotd has shone in wzr. But what are the 
Cons of Ufnoth to the hoft of car-borne Cziir- 
bar ! O that the winds had brought thy fails, 
Ofcar (i) king of men ! thou did ft promife 
CO come to the battles of fall en Cormac. Then 
would my hand be ftrong as the flaming arm 
of death. Cairbar would tremble in his halls , 
Ztid peace dwell round the lovely Dar-thula« 
But why doft thou fall , my foul I the foos 
of Ufnoth may prevail. 

And they will prevail, O Nathos ! faid the. 
rifing foul of the maid : never shall Dar- 
thula behold the halls of gloomy Cairbar. 
Give me thofe arms of brafs y that glitter 
to that pafTmg meteor ; I fee them in the 
clark-boiomed ship. Dar-thula will enter tHe 
battle of ftecl. — Ghoft of the noble Colla ! 
do I behold thee on that cloud ? Who is that 
dim befide thee ? It is the car-borne Tru- 
thii. Shall I behold the halls of him that {le\r 
Selama's chief? No : I will not behold theai, 
{pirits of my love ! 

Joy rofe in the face of Nathos , when he 

(i) Qfcar , the Ton of O/Can • had long refolyed 
on the expedition , into Ireland , agamft Cairbar, ; 
%rho had afifaflinated his friend Cathol , the Ton or 
Moran , an Irishman of noble extradion , and iAf 
the iDKieik of (he family of Cormac. 



/ 
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Iieard the vrhue-(>o(bined maid. Daughter of 
Selamalthou shlnefl on my CouU Come , 
with thy thoufands , Cairbar ! the ftrength ' 
of Nathos is returned. And thou , O aged 
Ufnoth , shalt not hear that thy fon has fled. 
I remember thy words on Etha j when my 
(ails begun to rife : when I {pread them 
towards Ullin , towards the mofly walls of 
Tura. Thou goeft , he faid , O Nathos , to 
the king of shields ; to Cuchullin chief of 
men who never fled from danger. Let noc 
thine arm be feeble. : neither be thy thoughts 
of flight \ left the fon of Semo fay that 
Etha's race are weak. His words may come 
to Ufnoth , and fadden his foul in the hall. 
— The tear was on his cheek. He gave this 
shining fwprd. . . 

1 came to Tura*s bay : but the halls of" 
Tura were filent* I looked around , and 
there was none to tell of the chief of DunG* 
caich. I went to the, hall of his shells, where 
the arms of his fathers hune. But the arms 
were gone , and agedLan^or ( i ) fat in 
tears ? 

Vhence are the arms of fteel , faid the 
riiing Lamhor ? The light of the (pear4iai- 
long been abfent from Tura's dusky walls# 
— Gome ye from the rolling (ea ? Or from' 
the mournful halls of Temora (i) ?. / « 

(i) Lamh-mhor , mighty hand, 

(ft) Tsmora was the royal palace oCthe Cv\^te«!t% 
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We come from the fea , I faid , from XJir * 
noth's rifing towers- We are the fons of Slis- 
sama (i) , the daughter of car-borne Semo. 
Where is Tura's chief , fon of the filent hall? 
But why should Nathos ask ? for I .behold 
thy tears. How did the mighty fall , fon of 
the lonely Tura ? 

He fell not , Lamhor replied , like the fi- 
lent (hv of night,when it shoots through dark- 
ncfs , and is no more. But he was like a me- 
teor that falls in a diflant land; death attends 
its red courfc , and itfelf is the fign of wars.— 
Mournful are the banks of Lejgo, and the roar 
of ftreamy Lara. There the hero fell , fon of 
ch^ noble Uiiioth. 

^ And the hero fell in the midft of flaughter,' 
I faid with a burfting figh. ' His hand was 
fVrong in battle ; and death was behind his 
{word. — ^We came to Lego's mournful banks. 
We found his rifing tomb. His companions 
in battle are there ; his bards of many fongs. 
Three days we mourned over the hero : on 
the fourth ^ I ftruck the shield of Caithbat. 

kings of Ireland. It is here called mournful, on 
a^counc of the death of Cormac , who was muc« 
ilpred there by Caicba^ who ufurped his throne. 

(i) SHs-feamha , fofi bofom. She was the wife 
of Ufnoch and daughter of S«mp the (hief of the 
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The heroes gathered around with joy, artd 
shook their beamy fpears« 

Corlath v^as near with his hoA, the frieild 
of car-borne Cairbar. We came like a ilream 
by night ; and his heroes fell. V^hen the 
pcopk of the valley rofe , they 6w their 
blood \i^Ith morning's light. But ve rolled 
away , like wreaths of mill , to Cormac's 
echoing halh Our {words rofe to defend the 
king. But Temora's halls were empty. Cor- 
xnac had fallen in his youth. The king oi Erxa 
n^as no more. 

SadneG feized the £bns of Ullin , th^y 
(lowly , gloomily retired : like clouds thac , 
long having threatened rain , retire behind 
the hills. The (bns of tJfnoth moved , in 
their grief, towards Tura's founding bay. We 
paffed l?y Selama , and Cairbar retired like 
Lano's mid , when it is driven by the winds 
of the defart. 

It was . then I beheld thee , O maid , like 
-the light of Echa's fun. Lovely is that beam, 
I faid\ and the crowded figh of my bofom 
rofe.. Thou camefl in thy beauty, Dar-thula , 
to Etha's mournful chief. — But the winds 
have deceived us , daughter of Colla , and 
' the foe is near. 

Yes \ — the foe is near , (aid the rullLiA^ 
D \\\ 
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ilrengcb of Althos (i). I heard their clang* 
log arms on the . coaft , and faw the danc 
wreaths of Erins ftandard. Diftin£l is the 
voice of Cairbar (z) , and loud as Cromla's 
Calling ftream. He had feen the dark ship on 
the fea , before the dusky night came down. 
His people v^atch on Lena's (3) plain , and 
iift ten thoufand [words. 

And let them lift ten thoufand fv^ords , 
laid Nathos with a fmile. The fons of car- 
borne Ufnoth will never tremble in danger. 
Why doft thou roll with all thy foam , thou 
roaring fea of UUin ? Why do ye ruftle,on 
ydur dark wings , ye whittling terapefts of 
the sky ? — Do ye think , ye florras , that 
ye keep Nathos on the coaift ? No : his fottl 

(1) Alchos had fuft returned from yiewing the 
coaft of Lena , whicher he had been fent by Hathos, 
^ac the bejginning of (he night* 

(1) Cairbar had gathered an army , to the coaft 
o|^ Ul(ler y ia.order .to.pppofip J^ingal , who pre- 
pared for an expedition into Ireland to re-eftablish 
^ the houfe of CDrmac on the throne , which Cair* 
bar had ufiirped. Between the wings of Caicbat*! 
army was the bay of Tura » into which the ship 
of the Tons of Ufnoth was driven : fo that there 
was no poflibility of their efcaping. 

(j) The fccne of the picfcnt poem is nearly 
the fame with that of the epic poem 10 this col- 
leaipn. The iieath of Lena and Tura are ofteo 
neationed. 
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detains him , children of tlie night ! — Al- 
thos ! bring my father's arms : thou feeft 
them beaming to the ilars. Brin^ the {pear 
of Semo (i) > it fiands in the dark-bofbmed 
ship. 

He brought the arms. Nathos clothed his 
limbs in all their shining ileel. The flride 
of the chief is lovely : the joy of his eyes 
terrible. He looks towards the coming of 
Cairbar. The wind is ruftling in his hair. 
Dar-thula is (ilent at his fide : her look is 
fixed on the chief. She fliives to hide the 
rl(ing figh , and two tears fwell in hef 
eyes. 

• Althos ! fald the chief of Etha , I fee a cave 
in that rock. Place Dar-thula there : and let 
thy arm be ftrong. Ardan ] we meet the foe, 
land call to battle gloomy Cairbar. O that 
he came in his (bunding fteei , to meet the 
fon of Ufnoth ! — Dar~thula ! if thou shalc 
efcape , look not on the falling Nathos. Lift 
thy fails , O Althos , towards the echoing 
groves of Ethsu 



(i) Semo was grandfatlier to Nathos hy the mo* 
ther's fide. The fpeac mentioned here was given 
to Ufnoth on his maniage 9 it being the cimom 
then for the father of tlie lady to give his arms 
to his fon^in-law. The ceremony ufed apoa tfaefil 
occafioxu h mentioned in other voems. 



So DAR-THULA: 

Tell to the chief (i) , that his Con fell with 
Bime ^ that my {word did not shun the battle. 
Tetl him I fell in the midft of thoufands, 
and let the joy of his grief be great. Daughter 
of Colla ! call the maids to Etha's echoing 
hdlL Let their fongs arife from Nathos , 
when shadovry autumn returns. — O that 
the voice of Cona (i) might be heard in my 
praife I then would my ipirit rejoice in the 
jiiidft of my mountain winds. 

And my voice shall praife thee , Nathos, 
chief of the woody Etha ! The voice of Of 
fiAa shall rife in thy praife , fon of the ge- 
nerous Ufnoth ! Why was I not on Lena 
u ben the battle rofe ? Then would the fword 
of Oflian have defended thee , or himfelf 
Jjtjve fallen low. 

Ve fat , that night , In Selma round the 
ftrcngth of the shell. The wind was abroad , 
in me oaks ; the (pirit of the mountain (3) 
shrieked. The blaft came ruftling through 
the hall , and gently touched my harp. The 

(1) Ufnoth. 

(1) Ofliian , the fon of Fingal , is , often , poeti- 
cally called the voice of Cona. 

(5) By the fpirit of the mountain is meant that 
deep and melancholy found which precedes a ftorm} 
tiL-H known CO ti^ofc who live in a high coiui- 



found vas mournftil and lov^ , like tlie fong 
of the comb. Fingal heard it firft ^ and the 
crowded fighs of .his bofom rofe. — Some 
of my heroes are low ^ faid the gray-haired 
king of Morven. I hear (he found of death 
on the harp of my fon. Offian , touch the 
founding firing 5 bid the forrow rife j that 
their (pjrits may fly with joy to Morvcas 
woody hills. 

I touched the hafp before the kitijg, the 
(bund was mournful and low. Bend forward 
from your clouds , I faid , ghbfls of my fa- 
thers ! bend y lay by the red terror of youir 
courfe , and receive the falling chief 5 whe-^ 
ther he comes from a diflant land , or rifes 
from the rolling Tea. Let his roibe of mifl be 
near ; his fpear that is formed of a cloud. 
Place an half-extinguished meteor by his fide, 
in the form of the hero's fword* And , oh! 
let his countenance be lovely , that his 
friends may delight in his prefence. Benj 
from ybur clouds , I faid , ghofb of my h* 
ihers ! bend* 

Such was my fbng , In Selma l to the 
lightly-trembling harp. But Nathos was on 
t/llin s shore , furroundcd by the night ; he 
heard the voice of the foe amidfl the roar of 
tumbling waves'. Silent he heard their voice, 
and refled on his fpear. 

{lornlng rofe, with its beams ; the fool 



Si D A R - T H U L A : 

of Erin appear ; like gray rocks , vith all 
their trees , chey (pread along the coaft. Caic- 
bar flood y in the midft , and grimly fmiled 
wKen he faw the foe. 

Nathos rushed for\rard , in his flrength; 
nor could Dar-thula flay behind. She came 
with the hero , lifting her shining fpear. And 
who are thefe , in their armour , in the pride 
of youth ? Who but the fons of Ufhoth , Al- 
thos and dark-haired Ardan ? 

Come , faid Nathos , come I chief of the 
liigh Temora ! Let our battle be on the 
coafl tor the white- bofomed maid. His people 
are not with Nathos j they are behind that 
rolling fea. Why dofl thou bring thy thou-f 
fands againfl the chief of Etha ? Thou didft 
fly ( I ) from him , in battle , when his friends 
were around hinu 

Youth of the heart of pride , shall Erin's 
king fighp with thee ?; Thy Others were 
not among the renowned , nor qf the kings 
of men. Are the arms of foes in their halls? 
Or the shields of other times ? Cairbar 
is renowned in Temora > nor does he fight 
with little men. 

, The tear flarts &om car-borne Nathos } 

(0 ^ alludes lo the flight of Cair|)ar frpm 
Selama, 
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lie' turned his eyes to his btotliers. l^lie& 
(pears flew , at once , and three heroes 
lay on earth. Then the light of their (Vords 
gleamed on high; the ranks of Erin yield ; 
as a ridge of dark cloads before a blaft of 
wind. 

Then Cairbar ordered his people , znd 
they dvQW a thou&nd bov^s. A thoufand ar- 
rows Bc\t I the fons of Ufnoth fell. They 
fell like three young oaks which flood alone 
on the hill ; the traveller Czw the lovely 
trees , and wondered how they grew fo lo- 
nely ; the blaft of the defart came , by night , 
and laid their ereen heads low ; next day he 
returned , but mey were withered , and the 
heath was bare. 

Dar-thula flood in fitent grief , and beheld 
their fall : no tear is in her eye : but her 
look is wildly fad. Pale was her cheek ; her 
trembling lips broke short an half-formed 
word. Her dark hair flew on the wind. — 
But gloomy Cairbar came. Where is thy 
lover now , the car-borne chief of Etha ? Ha/t 
thou beheld the halls of Ufnoth ? Or the 
dark - brown hills of Fingal ? My battle had 
roared on Morven , did not the winds meet 
Dar thula. Fingal himfelf would have bcea 
low 3 and forrow dwelling in Selma. 

Her shield fell from Dar-thula's arm^ her 

P V) 
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bread of Cnow appeared. Ic appeared , hat 
it was ftained v/ich .blood, for an arrow wa$ 
fixed in her (ide. She fell on the fallen Na- 
thos , like a wreath of fnow. Her dark hair 
Spreads on his face , and their blood is mixing 
round. 

f Daughter of Colla ! thou art low ! faid 
Cairbar's hundred baids y filence is at the 
blue ftreams of Selama , for Truthil's ( i ) 
^ace have failed. When wilt thou rife in thy 
beauty, firft of Erins maids ? Thy deep is 
long in the tomb , and the morning diflant 
far. The fun shall not come to thy bed , 
and fay , Awake (i) ,^Dar-thula ! awake, 
thou nrfl of women I the wind of fpring is 
abroad. The flowers shake their heads on die 
green hills , the woods wave their growing 
leaves. Retire , O fun , the daughter of Colla 
is afleep. She will not come forth in her 
beauty : she will not move , in the fleps of 
her lovelinefs. 

. (i) Tcucbil was the founder of Dar-thula.'s £»• 
inily. 

(i) Rife up , tny love , my fair one , and come 
away. For lo , the winter is paft , the rain is 
over , and gone. The flowers appear on the earth ; 
the time of tinging is come , and the voice of the 
turtle is heard in our land. The fig-tree putceth 
forth her green figs , and the vines , with the tender 
grape , give a good fmell. Atifc , my love , my 
hit one« aiid comeaway. 

SO£OM0K*S- Soogt 
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Such was iheXong of die bards , when they 
raifed the tomb. I fung, afterwards, over the 
grave , when the king of Morven came ; 
when he came to green Ullin to fight with 
car-borne Gurbar. 
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FEMORA: 

AN 

EPIC POEM (i). 

X HE blue waves of Ullin roll in light. 
Tlic green hills are covered v^ith day. Trees 

(i) ThOHgh the hiftory which is the foundation of 
the prefent poem » vras given in the notes on the 
two pieces preceding , it may not be here impro* 
per to recapitulate fome pare of what has been faid. 
—Immediately after the death of CuchuIIin « 
Cairbar , lord of Atha , openly fet up for him- 
felf in Connaught , and having privately murdered 
young king Cormac , became , without oppofition y 
fole monarch of Ireland. The murder or Cormac 
was fo much refented by Fingal , that he refolved 
on an expedition into Ireland againft Cairbar. Early 
intelligence of his de(igns came to Cairbar , and 
he had gathered the tribes together into Ulder y to 
oppofe FingaKs landing } at the fame time his 
brother Cathmor kept himfelf with an army neat 
Temora. This Cathmor is one of the fineft cha- 
racters in the old poetry. His humanitv » generofi- 
ty , and hofpitality , were unparalleled : in short , 
he had no fault , but too much attachment to fo 

bad a brother as Cairbar. The prefent poem 

has its name from Temora , the royal palace of 
the Irish kings , near which the laft and decifive 
battle was fought between Fingal and Cathmor. 
^hat has come to the tranflator*s bands , in a 
tegular coume^ion , ii Ikcle mcM:e than the. open* 



I 
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shake tlieir dusky heads in the bree:^ : and 
gray torrents pour their noify ftreams, — Two 

ing of the poem . — This work appears y from 
the ilory of ic , which is ftill prcfcrvM , to have 
been one of the greatef^ of Oman's compofitions. 
The variety of the carafters makes it intercfting i 
SLtfd the war , as it is carried on ^y Fingal and 
Cathmor , afKirds inftances of the greatefl brave- 
xy , mixed with incomparably generous adions and 
fentiments. One is at a lofs for which fide to de- 
clare himfelf : and often wishes , when both com- 
manders march to battle , that both may return 
vidorious. At length the good fortune of Fingal 
preponderates , and the family of Cormacarere* 
eAablisbed on the Iiish throne. 

The Irish traditions relate the affair in another 
light , and exclaim againfl Fingal for appointing 
thirty juf^ges , or rather tyrants , at Temora , foe 
regulating the affairs of Ireland. They pretend to 
enumerate many afts of oppreflSon committed by 
thofe |u(?ges *, and affirm , that both they and a 
part of FingaPs army, which was left in Ireland 
to enfofce their laws , were at laft expelled from th« 

kingdom. Thus the Irish traditions , fay the 

hiiiorians of that nation It is faid , however » 
that thofe gentlemen fomeiimes create fafts • io 
order afterwards to make remarks upon them > at 
leaft , that they adopt for real f»(ks , the tradi- 
tions of theit bards , when they throw ludre on 
the ancient (late of their country. 

The prefent poem opens in the morning. Cair- 
bar is reprefented as retired from the ted of the 
Irish chiefs , and tormented with remorfe for the 
murder of Cormac ^ when news was brought him 
of Fingal's laftding. NTbat pafled 9 preceding thai 
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green hills , with their aged oaks , furround 
a narrow plain. The blue courfe oFthe moun* 
tain-dream is there ; Cairbar flands on its 
banks. — His fpear (iipports the king : the 
red eyes of his fear are fad. Cormac rifes 
in his foul, v^ith all his ghaftly wounds. The 
gray form of the youth appears in the midft 
of darknefs , and the blood pours from his 
airy fides. — Cairbar thrice threw his fpear 
on earch ; aad thrice he Ilroked his beard. 
His fteps are short 5 he often ftopt : and 
tolled his finewy arms. He is like a cloud 
-in the defart , that varies its form to every 
biaft : the valleys are fad around , and fear, 
-by tutnsy the:shower. 

The king, at length , refumed his foul , 
and took his pointed (pear. He turned his 
eyes towards Lena (i). The fcout^, of the 
ocean appeared. They appeared with fteps 
of fear , and often looked behind. Cairbar 
knew that the mighty were near , and called 
his gloomy chiefs. The founding fteps of 
Us heroes came. They drew , at once , their 

day , and is Dcceflary to be known for carrying 
on the poem 9 is afterwards introduced hy way of 
■cpifode. 

(1) The fcenc defcribed here if nearly that of 
the epic poem , Fingal. In this neij^bourhood alfo 
.she Tons of Ufnoth were lulled. 
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fwords. There Morlacb (i) flood with dark- db^ 

cned face. Hidalla's bushy hair fighs in the co^ 
vind. Red-haired Cormac bends on his 

ipear , and rolls his fide- long- looking eyes. 1 

wild is the look of Malthos from beneath Ilia 

two shaggy brows. — Foldath flands like an tco: 

oo2y rock , that covers its dark fides with its/ 

foam \ his fpear is like Slimora's fir , that in i 

meets the wind of heaven. His shield is liml 

marked with the ftrokes of battle ; and his /Wo 

red eye defpifcs danger. Thefe and a thoa< con 

{and other chiefs furrounded car-borne Cair- the 

bar , when the fcout of oce^n came, Mor- — 1 

annal (i) , from Ilreamy Lena — His eyes Moi 

Lang forward from his face , his lips are £>rvi 

trembling, pale. dari 

Fcr 
Do the chiefs of Erin ftand , he faiJ \ 

filent as the grove of evening ? Stand they, / 

like a filent wood , and Fineal on the coaft> app< 

Fingal , who is terrible in battle , the king lis 

of nreamy Morven. ' .; ?*" 

. ••• * cot< 

And haft thou feen the varrior , faid Gair- . chc 

bar with a figh > Are his heroes many on ibif 

ace 

(i) M6r4ach , frnat in the day of battle, Hidat- ^ (- 

la* , widly looVing hero, Cor-mar , expert at feom fyy 

KIalch>os 9 flow to f^eak, Fol-dath y generous, p^c 

thi; 

(i) M6r-annail , ftrong breath 'p a yery propet an< 

name for a ico\xu ibe 
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Ae coaft ? Lifts he the fpear of battle } Os 
comes the king in peace ? 

He comes not in peace , O Cairbar : for 
Iliave feen his forv/ard fpear (i). It is a me- 
teor of death : the blood of thoufauds is on 
its fteel. — He came firft to the shore , ftrong 
in the gray hair of age. Full rofe his finewy 
Dmbs , as he flrode in his fmight. That 
fword is by his fide which gives no fe- 
cond (i) v/ound. His shield is terrible , like 
the bloody moon , when it rifes in a ftorm. 
— ^Then came Offian king of fongs ; and 
Morni's fon , the firft of men. Connal leaps 
forward on his fpear : Dermid (preads his 
dark-brown locks. — ^Fillan bends his bow : 
Fergus ftrides in the pride of youth. Who 

( I ) Mor-annal here' alludes to the particutac 

appearance of FingaPs fpear. If a man , upon 

his firfl landing in a Grange councrjr , Jcepc the 
point of his fpear forward , it denoted in chofe 
days chat he came in a hoftile manner , and ac- 
cordingly he was treated as an enemy -, if he kepc 
the point behind him , it was a token of friend- 
ship , aiid he was immediately invited to the feaft 
according to the hofpitality of the timet. 

(i) This was the famous fword of Fingal , made 
by Luno , a fmith of Lochlin » and after him 
poetically called the fon of Luno ■: it is faid of 
this fword , that it killed a man at every ftroke ; 
and that Fineal neves uied » » but 14 times •£ 
liie grcaccft danger. 
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is chat vich aj^ed locks? A dark shield is oa 
his fide. His (pear trembles at every fiep j 
and age is on his limbs. He bends his dark 
face to the ground ; the king of fpears is 
fad ! Ic is Ufnoch , O Cairbar > coming to ' 
revenge his fons. He fees green Ullin with 
tears , and he remembers the tombs of his 
children. But for before the reft , the fon 
of Offizxi comes j bright in the fmiles 
of youth , fair as the firfi beams of the fun. . 
His^ Jong hair falls on his back. — His dark . 
brows are half hid beneath his helmet of 
fVeel. His (Vord hangs loofe on the hero's 
fide. His (pear glitters as he moves. 1 fled from 
his terrible eyes, king of high Temora! 

Then fly , thou feeble man, faid the gloo- 
my wrath of Foldath : fly to the grey Hreams 
or thy land, fon of the little foul ! Have 
not I feen that Ofcar ? I beheld the chief, 
in battle. He is of the mighty in danger: 
but there are others who lift the fpear. — 
Erin has many fons as brave : yes — more 
brave , O car-borne Cairbar ! — Let Foldath 
meet him in the flrength of his courfe, 
and flop this mighty flream* — My fpear is 
covered with the blood of the valiant j my 
shield is like Tura*s wall. 

Shall Foldath alone meet the foe , replied 
the dark-browed Malthos ? Are not they nu- 
merous on our coafl , like the waters of a 
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thbufand ftreams ? Are not thcfe the chiefs 
yyho vanquished Sv^aran , whtn the fons of 
Erin fled ? And shall Foldath meet their 
braveft hero ? Foldath of the heart of pride i 
take the ftrength of the people by thy "fide ; 
and let Malthos come. My fv/ord is red with 
{laughter , but who has heard my words ( i) ?- 

Sons of green Erin , begun the mild Hi- 
dalla , let not Fingal hear your words : left 
the foe rejoice , and his arm be ftrong in 
the land. — Ye are brave , O warriors , and 
like the tempefts of the defart ; they meet 
the rocks without fear , and overturn the 
woods in their courfe. — But let us move in 
our flrength , and (low as a gathered cloud , 
when the winds drive it from behind. — 
Then shall the mighty tremble , and the 
fpear drop from the hand of the valiant. — 
We fee the cloud of death , they will fay > 
and their faces will turn pale. Fingal will 
mourn in his age ; and fay that his fame 
is ceafed. — Morven will behold his chiefs no 
more : the mofs of years shall grow in 
Selma* 

Cairbar heard their words , in filence , like 
the cloud of a shower : it flands dark on 



( I ) That IS , who has heard my vaunting ? He 
intended rhe ezprelfion as a rebuke to xbe fel^praife 
of FoUach. 
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Cromh , till the liehtning burfls its fide ; thd 
yalley gleams wlch red light ; the (pirits 
of the ftorm rejoice. — So flood the filenc 
king of Temora 5 at length his words are 
beard. 

Spread tlie feaft on Lena : and let my 
hundred bards attend. And thou , red-hair'd 
Olla , take the harp of the king. Go to Of- 
car king of fv/ords , and bid him to our fead. 
To-day we fcaft and hear the fong ; to- 
morrow break the (pears. Tell him that I 
have raifcd the tomb of Cathol (i) ; and that 
my bards have fung to his ghoft. — Tell 
him that Cairbar has heard his fame at the 
ftream of diilant Carun (i). 

Cathmor (3) is not here 5 the generous 

\i) Cathol the fon of Maronnaa , or Moran » 
was murdered by Cairbar , for his attachment to 
the family of Cormac. He had attended Ofcar to 
the war of Inis'thona , where they contraded a 
great friendship for one another. Ofcar , immediate- 
ly after the death of Cathol , had fenc a for- 
mal challenge to Cairbar , which he prudently de- 
clined , but conceived a fecret hatred againfl Of- 
car , and had beforehand contrived to kill him 
at the ieafl , to which he here invites iiim. 

(i) He alludes to the battle of Ofcar againft 
Caros , king of skips ; who is fuppofed to be the 
fame with Caraufius the ufurper. 

(3} C^rh-oAi f great in hMtU* Cairbar takes ad- 

brothoc 
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brother of Cairbac ^ he is not here w'lth his 
, choufatids y and our arms are weak. Cathmor 
Is a foe to ilrife at the feaft : his foul is brighc 
as the Tun. But Cairbar shall fight with Of- 
car , chiefe of the high Temora i His words 
for Cathol were many ; and the wrath of 
Cairbar burns. He shall fall on Lena : and 
tny fame shall rife in blood. 

The (aces of the heroes brightened. They 
(pread over Lena's heath. The feafl of shells 
Is prepared. The fongs of the bards arofe. 

We heard ( i ) the voice of joy on the 
coaft y and we thought that the mighty Cath«« 
xno£ came. Cathmor the &iend of (Grangers ! 



vantage of his brothet^s abfence , to perpetrate his 
uogenerous. defigns againfl Ofcar \ for the uoble 
fpiric of Cathmor , had be been prefcnt , would 
not have ' permitted the laivs of that hofpitality t 
for which he was Co renowned hioifelf, , to be 
violated. The brothers form a contraft : we do 
not deteft >the mean foul of Cairbar more than 
we admire the difintereiled and generous mind of 
Cathmor. 

( I ) Fingal's army heard the joy that was In 
Cairbar 's camp. The chara^er given of Cathmor 
is agreeable to the times. Some , through oAeitta- 
tion , were hofpicable > and others fell naturally 
into a cuftom handed down from their. anceAon. 
But what marks flrougly the charai5^er of Cathmor » 
is his averlion to praife ;' for he is reprefented' to 
dwell in a wood lo avoid the thanks of hisgucftii 

Voun. E 
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the brother of red-haired Cairbar.But tlieir 
feuls were not the (ame : for the light of 
heaven was in the bdfom of Cadimon His 
toia^ers rofe on the banks of Atha : fevea 
paths led to his halls. Seven chiefs flood 
on ihofe paths , and called the Granger to 
the feait But Cathmor dwelt in the wood 
to avoid the voice of praife. 

Olla came with his Con^. 0(car went to 
Cairbar's feaft« Three hundred iicroes at- 
tended the chief , and the dang of theic 

^h!ch IS (iiU a higher degree ofgeiieroficy than that 
of Axyli» in Homer i foe the poet does not fay , 
bur the good man might , at the he^ of his own 
cable, have heard with pleafure the praifc bcftowedoA 
liim by the people he entertained* 

XldnMS y^ ^iixtimv , o#m tm olxi« ictJitu 

HoM«il*tf. It; 

Kezt Teuthra't Ton difUin'd the fands with blood » 
■ Axylus, hofpitabte , rich and good : 

tn fair Arisbe's vralls » his native place , 
\ He held hb feat i a friend to human tace* 
• Fall tiy the road , his ever open door 
' Obli^*d the meaixhY > and relieved the poor. 
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ann$ is tern'^le. The sray dogs bounded oti 
the heath , and their hotrling is frequent* 
Fingal faw" the departure of the hero : the font 
of the king ^as fad* He dreads thegloomjr 
Gurbar : hut vho of the race of Trenmor 
/eared the foe ? 

My (on lifted high the (pear of Cormac : 
an hundred bards met him with fongs. Cair- 
bar concealed jW'ith finiles the death that 
was dark in his foul. The feafi: is (pread , 
the shells refbund 'y joy brightens the face of 
the hofl. But it y^s like the parting beam 
of the fun, when lie is to hide his red head 
in a florm. 

Cairbar toCc in his arms ^ darknefi ^thert 
.0n his brow. The hundred harps ceafed at 
once. The clang(t)of shields is heard. Par 
^diflant on tjiie heath Qlla i^fed his fpng of 
Voe. My fon knew the^ fign of death, s 9xA 
rifing feized his fpear. 

(i) '^rhea a -chief was determtfted to kill a mta 
tluit was in his power already « it was uflial to Hg- 
nify , that- his death was iacepded » ,by the found 
of a shield (Iruck with the bluat end of a fpeat; 
at the fanje time that a bacd ac a kiflaace raifed 
4hc dedihfottg^ A cpremony of another Ifdnd wat 
lone iifed in Scotland upon fach occadons. Ererf 
bo(^ has heacd thac a buU!s head was feryed up 
to Lord Doujslas in the caftle of Edinbuigb p «| 
)a ceruiii^nal of bis approaching death* 

Eli 
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Ofcar ! faid the <iark-rcd Gairbar, I bphoU 
Ac (pear (i) of Erin's kings* The (pear of 
Tcmora (z) glittefs iji'rhy haiid , fon of phe 
Vobdy Mbrvcn t It was the pride of an 
liundred kings , the death of heroes of old. 
yield it , fon of Oflian , yield it to car* 
^rne C^irbar. 

Shall I yield , Ofcar replied , the gift of 
Erin's injured king ; the gift of feir-haircd 
X^ormac , when Oicar fcatcered^ his foes ? 1 
came to his halls of joy /when Swaran fled 
from Fingai. Gladnefs rofe in the face of 
^outh : he gave the Q>ear of Temora, Nor 
idid he give it to the feeble , O Cairbar^ 
neither to the weak in (bul. The darkness of 
thy face is not a ftorm to me ; lior are thine 
eyes the flames of death. Do I fear thy clangs 
ing shield ? Does my foul tremble at Olla's 
ibng ? No : Cairbar ,mghten thoi^ the feeble 5 
Pfcar is like a rock. 

And wilt thou not yield the (pear , replieJ 
the rifiog pride of Cairbar l Are thy word? 

(1) Corniac » the Ton of Arch , fiafl glVen fi 
Ipear » which it here the foundacion of the qui 
rel , to Ofcar » when he came to copgratulite hio 
Upon Swatan's being expelled from Ireland. 

(t) Ti'-m6r-ri* , the houfe of the great Xjf 
the name of thp ^yal palace 0/ che fupremc f 
pf Irelaad. 
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tnlgKty becaufe Fingal is near , the gray-^air^ 
cd warrior of Morven. He has fought witlv 
little men. But he mufl vanish before Cair- 
bar , like a thin pillar, of mifl before thef 
winds of Atha(.i). 

Were he who fought with little men near, 
the chief of Atha : Atha's chief would yifelci 
green Erin to avoid his rage. Speak not of^ 
die mighty,, O Cairbat kbut turn thy fword 
on me. Our ftrength is equal : but Fingal is 
renowned I the Erft of mortal men I 

Their people faw the darketung chiefe. 
Their crowding fteps are heard around-Their 
eyes roll in Hre. A thoufand (words are half 
unsheathed* Red-haired Olla raifed the fong 
of battle : the trembling joy ofOfcar's foul 
arofe : the wonted joy, ot his foul when 
Fing^'s horn was heard* 

Dark as the (welling wave of oCean be- 
fore the rifing winds , when it bends its head 
hear the c6a(l^Came on the hod of Calrbar, 
— Daughtef of Tofiar {%) I why that icarY 

* (i) Atha , shallow rhtr t the flame of Cairb^'a 
feat in Connaiighc. 

(x) The poet meani Malviiw , the daughter of 
Tofcar , to whom he addfcfled that part of the 
poem , which related to the death of Ofcat her 
ioyicr. 

E Hj 
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He is not fallen yet. Many were the deaths of 
his arm before my hero fell i— Behold they 
fall before my fon , like the groves in the de- 
fart , when an angry ghoft rushes through 
night, and takes their green heads in his handl 
l\SorIath falls : Maronnan dies : Conachar 
trembles in his blood. Cairbar shrinks be^ 
fbre Ofcar's fword ; and creeps in darknefi 
behind his ftone. He lifted the (pear in fe- 
cret , and pierced my Ofcar's fide. He falls 
Ibrward on his shield : his knee fuihdns the 
chief : biit his (pear is in his liand. See gloo- 
my Cairbar (i) fells. The flecl pierced his 
forehead , and divided his red hair behind* 
He lay , like a shattered rock , which Crom- 
ia shakes from its fide. But never more shall 
Ofcar rife ! he leans on his bofly shield. His 
ipear is in his terrible hand : Erin's fons flood 
4liflant and dark. Their shouts arofe ^ like 
the crowded noife of ilreams, and Lena echbr 
fd around. 

Fingal heard the found ; and took his fa« 
ihpr's fpear. His fleps are before us on the 

(i) The Irish hiftorians place the death of Cair- 
Sar la the latter end of the third century : they 
fay , he vras killed in battle agaihft Ofcar the foa 
of Offian t but deny that# he fell by his hiind. At 
they have nothing to go upon but the traditions of 
their bards , die tranflator thinks that the account 
of Oifian is as probable : at the wotft ^ it is but 
- <>ppoiing one tudicion to another. 
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heath* He fpoke the v^ords of vroe. I hear 
she noiie of battle : and Ofcar is alone. Rife^ 
ye Tons of Moryen , and join the hero's(Vord* 

Offian rushed alonj^ the heath. Fillan 
bouaded over Lena. Fergus flev^ vith feec 
of t&'ind. Fingal flrode in his fhength , and 
the light of his shield is terrible. The fons'of 
Erin Uv^ it far diflant ; they trembled in their 
ibuls. They knew that the wrath of the kins; 
arofe : and they forefaw their death. We firS 
arrived y we fought j and Erin's chieft with- 
Hood our rage. But when the kinz came , 
in the found of his courfe , what nean of 
£tec\ could ftand ! Erin fled over Lena. Death 
purfued their flight. 

We faw 0(car leaningonhis shield. We (aw 
his blood around. Silence darkened on every 
hero's face. Each turned his back and wept. 
The king flrove to hide his tears^ His gray 
beard whiftled in the wind. He bends hif 
head over his fon : and his words are mixed 
withfighs. 

And art thou £illen , Ofcar , in the midft 
of thy courfe ? the heart of the aged beat» 
over thee ! He fees thv comine battles. He 
beholds the battles which ou^t to come, 
but they are cut off from thy fame. When 
shall joy dwell at Selma ? When shall the 
fong of grief ceafe on Blofven? My fiutf- 
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hm by decrees : Flngal shall be the lad of 
his race. The fame which I have received 
shall pafi away : my age will be without 
friends. I shall fit lilce a grey cloud in my 
h^l : nor shall I exped the return of a £bn » 
in the midd of his (ounding arms. Weep , ye 
heroes of Morven I never more shall Ofcar 
rife I 

And they did weep, OFingal ! dear^ras 
the hero to their fouls. He went out to battle^ 
and the foes vanished ; he returned, in peace , 
amidil jheir joy. No &ther mourned his fon 
flain in youth ; no brother his brother of 
love, T)iey fell^ without tears , for the chief 
of the people was low ! Bran (i) is howling 
at his feet : gloomy Luath is fad , for he 
liad often led them to the chace y to the 
bounding roes of the defart. 

When Ofcar beheld his friends around, his 
irhite breaft rofe with a figh. — The groans , 
he faid , of my aged heroes , the howling 
of my dogs, the fudden burfls of the fong 
of grief have melted Ofcar's foul. My foul , 
that never melted before ; it was like the fleel 
of my fword. — Offian , carry me to my 

(x) Bran was one of Fingal's dogs,— He was Co 
remarkable for his fleecnefs , chat the poet > in a piece 
which is not juft now in che tranflator's hands , 
has given him the fam« jproperdes with Virgil's 
Camilla. . . 
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tills I Raife the ftoncs of my fame. Place the 
horn of the deer, and my iVord within my, 
narrow dwelling. — The torrent hereafter 
may wash away the earth of my tomb : the 
hunter may find the flee! and fay , a This 
c has been Drear's (word. » 

And falleft thou, fon ot my fame ! Andf 
shall I nevec fee thee , Ofcar I Wlhen others 
hear of rheir fons, I shall not hear of thee. 
The moG is on the Hones of his tomb, and the 
mournful wind is there. The battle shall be 
fought without him : he shall nor purfue the 
dark- brown hinds. When the warrior returns 
from battles , and cells* of other lands , he 
will fay , I have feen a tomb , by the roar- 
ing fbream , where a warrior darkly dwells r 
he was llain by car-borne Ofcar , the firft of 
mortal men.— I, perhaps , shall hear him, and 
a beam of joy will rife in my fouL ^ . 

The night would have defcendcd in Cotf 
row , and morning returned in the shadow oiE^ 
grief: our chiefs would have flood like cold 
dropping rocks on Lena , and have forgoc 
the war, had not the king difperfed his grief, 
and raifed his mighty voice. The chiefs , as 
new-wakened &om dreams , lift their heads 
around. 

How long-shall we veep on Lena 5 or 
pour our tears inUllin? The mighty will 

E V 
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not return. Ofcar shall not rife in Kis flrengtli. 
TKe valiant muft fall one day, and be no 
more knov^^n on his hills. — Where are our 
Others y O warriors ! the chiefs of the timeis 
of old ? They have fet like ftars that have 
shone , we only hear the found of their praife. 
But they were renowned in their day , and 
the terror of other times. Thus shall we pafs , 
O warriors, in the day of our fall. Then let 
us be renowned when we may ; and leave 
cur fame behind us , like the lafl beams of 
the fun , when he hides his red head in the 
.veil. 

iniin ^ my ^ed bard ! take the ship oF 
die king. Carry Ofcar to Selma , and let 
the daughters of Morven weep. We shall fight 
in Erin for the race of fallen Cormac. The 
days of my years begin to fail : I feel the wcak- 
nefi of my arm. My fathers bend from their 
clouds , to receive their gray-haired fon.But , 
yft-nmor ! before I go hence , one beam of 
jny fame shall rife : lo shall my days end, ts 
my ye^ begun , in £une : my life shall bt 
one ftream of light to other times. 

Ullin raiTd his white fails : the wind of 
^he fputh came forth. He bounded on the 
waves towards Selma's walls. — I remained 
5n my grief, but my words were not heard. 
"—The feaft is fpre^d on Let&a : an hundred 
lieroes reared the tomb of Cairbar : but no 
long 2$ xaifed over the chief $ for his four 
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liad been dark and bloody .We remembered 
the fall of Cormac I and vbacxould ire fay in 
Cairbar's praife ? 

The night came roUingdown. The light 
of an hundred oaks arofe. Fingal £it beneath 
a tree. The chief of Etha fat near the king , 
ihe gray-hair'd flrength of UfbotL 

Old Althan (i) flood in the midft , and 
told the tale of £allen Cormac* Althan the 
{on of CoQachar , the friend of car-borne 
Cuchullin : he dwelt with Cormac in windy 
Temora , when Semo's (on fonght with ge- 
nerous Torlath. — The tale of Althan waf 
mournful , and the tear was in his eye* 

(z) The fetting fun was yellow on Do^. 
ra (3)* Gray evening began to defcend. Te- 
mora's woods shook with the blafl of the 
Bnconfhat wind. A doud , at length , ga- 

(i) Alchan 9 the fon of Conachar 9 was the chief 
bard of Arth king of Ireland. Aftei the death of 
Arch y Ahhan attended his fon Cormac , and wa» 

?rcfent at his death.— He had made his efcape 
com Cairbar , by the means of Cathmor , and 
coming to Fingal , related , as here ^ the d^ath of 
bis maftcc Cormac. 

(i) Althan fpeaks* 

(5) Doira , the woody jidt of d mountain 5 it if 
here a hill in the Aelghbourhood of Temora* 
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tnereJ In the v^eft ^ and a* red flar looked 
feom behind Its edge. — I flood In the v/ood 
alone , and Czw a ehofl on the darkening air. 
His flrlde extended from hill to hill : his 
shield was dim on his. fide. It was the foti of 
Semo : I knew the fadnefs of his face. Buf 
he palled away in his blaft ; and all was 
dark around.— My foul -was fad. I went to 
the hall of shells. A thoufand lights arofe ; 
the hundred bards had ftrung the liarp. Cor- 
jnac flood in the midfl , like the morning 
ilar ( I ) 9 when it rejoices on the eaflem 
liill, and its young beams are bathed in show- 
ers. — The fword of Artho (x) was in the 
liand of the king ; and he looked with foy 
on its polished fluds : thrice he attempted to 
draw it , and thrice he failed ; his yellow 
locks are fpread on his shoulders : his cheeks 

(i) Qualis , uhi occani perfufus Lucifer unda ^ 
. f2 ^^''^ Venus ante alios, afirorum diligit ignes » 
Extulit OS facmm calo y tenebrafqw refolvit. 

So from the Teas exerts bis radiant head » 
The ilar , by whom the lights of heav'n arc led s 
Shakes £jrom his rofy locks the pearly dews y 
Difpels the darknefs , aiid the day rebews. 

DHYDEH. 

, (i) Arth , or Attho ytbe father of Cormac king 
pf Ireland. 



A N E P I C POEM. io# 
©r youth are red. — I mourned over the beam 
of youth, for he was foon to fet. 

Aithan! he faid , with a fmile , haft thou 
beheld my father ? Heavy is the (word of 
the king y furely his arm was flrong* O that 
I were like him in battle , when the rage of 
his wrath arofe ! then would I have met , 
like CuchuUin , the car-borne fon of Cant^- 
la ! But years may come on , O Aithan ! 
and my arm be ftrong. — Haft thou heard of 
Semc/s fon, the chief of high Temora? He 
might have returned with his feme ; for he 
promifed to return to-night. My bards wait 
him with their fongs , and my feaft is 
ipread. — 

\ heard the king in fifcnce. My tears be- 
an to flow. I hid them with my gray locks ^ 
nt he perceived my grief. 

Son of Conachar ! he faid , is the king 
©f Turalow ? Why burfts thy figh infecret? 
And why de(cends the tear ? Comes the 
car-borne Torlath ? Or the found of the red- 
haired Cairbar ? — They come ! — for I fee thy 
grief; and Tura's king is low ! - Shall I not 
fush to : battle ? — But I cannot Jifi the arms 
of nay fathers ! — O had mine arm the ftrength 
of Cuchnllin , foon would Cairbar fly ; the 
fame of my fathers would be renewed ^ and 
the ai^ions of other times ! 

He took his bow oFyew. l^ears flow firom 
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bis {parkling eyes. — <7rief (addens aroond ; 
the bards bend forward from their harps. 
The blafl touches their Arkgs , aad the 
found of w'oe afcends* 

A voice isr heard at a diflanee , 2S of one 
^n grief; it v'as Carril of other times , vp'ho 
came from the dark Slimora (i). — He told 
of the death of Cuchullin , and of his mighty 
deeds. The people were fcattered around 
his tomb : their arms lay on the ground. They 
had forgot the battle , for the found of his 
^ield had ceafed. 

But who, faid the fo&-voiced Carril, come 
like the bounding roes ? their feature is like 
the young trees of the plain , growing ia 
a shower : — Soft and ruddy are their cheeks : 
but fearlefs fouls look form from their eyes* 
— ^Who but the fons of Ufnoth , the car- 
borne chiefs of Etha ? The people rife on 
every fide , like the fbength of an half- 
extinguished fire y when the winds come fud- 
denly ftom the defart , on their ruflling wings* 
— Tne (bund of Caithbat's shield was heard. 
The heroes faw CuchuiUn (i)^ in the form 

(i)Sb'mora , a bill in Connaught , near whicli 
Cuchullin was killed. 

( 1 ) That is f they faiw a fflanifeA likenefs be* 
Cwcen che petfon bf Nacbos and Cuchullin, 
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qF lovely Nathos. So rolled his fparklingeyes, 
and fuch f^ere his fteps on his heath* — ^battles 
9re fought at Lego : the fvrord of Nathos 
prevails* Soon shalt thou behold him in thy 
nails , king of v^oody Temora ! — 

And fbon may I behold him , O Carril I 
replied the returning joy of Cormac* Buc 
my foul is fad for Cuchullin : his voice vas 
plea(ant in mine ear. — Often have removed 
on Dora, at the chace of the dark-brovp^n 
liinds : his bo\r vas unerring on the moun - 
tains. — He (poke of mighty men. He told, 
of the deeds of my fathers ; and I felt the 
joy of my bread* — But fit thou, at thefcaft, 
O Canil^ I have often heard thy voice* Sing 
in the pralfe of Cuchullin ^ and of ihat mighty, 
ilranger. 

Bay ro{e on Temota , with all the bea^ift 
of the eafl* Trathin came to the hall , the 
ion of old Gcllama (x)* — I behold . he (aid , 
a dark cloud in the defart , king of Innis- 
£ul ! a cloud it feemed at firft , but nov a 
crowd of men* One fbrides before them in 
his ilrength ; and his red hair flies in the 
wind. His shield glitters to die beam of the 
caft* His {pear Is in his hand* 

Call him to the feaft of Temora ^ replied 

(j) Gcal-lamha y whitC'handetL 
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tlie king of Erin. My half is the Iioiife of 
ftrangers , fon of the generous Gellama ! — 
Perhaps it is the chief of Etha , coming in the 
found of his tcnowtt, — Hail , mighty ftran- 

fer , art thou of the friends of Cormac ?— 
ut Carril , he is dark , and unlovely ^ and 
he draws his fVord. Is that the fon of UliiQth, 
bard of the times of old ? 



It is not the fon of Ufnoth , (aid Carril , 
but the chief of Atha. — Why comeft thou 
in thy arms to Temora , Caifbar of the gloo- 
my brow > Let not thy Cwotd rife againft 
Cormac ! Whither doft thoii turn thy (peed ? 

He paiTed on in hh dafknefs , and feized 
the hand of the king, Cormac forefiiw his 
death , and the rage of his eyes arofe. — 
Retire , thou gloomy chief of Atha rNathos 
comes with battle, — Thou art bold in.Cor- 
mac's hall , for his arm is weak, — Thefword 
entered Cormac's fide : he fell in the halls of 
bis fathers. His fair hair is in the dufl. His 
blood is fmoaking round. 

And art thou fallen in thy halls , I faid (i) ,' 
O (on of noble Artho ? The shield of Cu- 
chullin was not near. Nor the fpcar of thy 
fether. Mournful are the mountains of Erin ^ 
jfor the chief of the people is low J— ^Bleft b^ 

[ (0 Althan fpcaks^ 
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thy foul y O Cormac ! thou arc (hatched &om 
the midil of thy courfe. 

My words came to the ears of Cairbar , 
and he clofed us (i) in themidft of darknefs. 
He feared to ftretchhis fword to the bards (i) : 
though his foul v/as dark. Three days we 
pined alone ; on the fourth , the noble Cath- 
mor came;-— He heard our voice from the 
cave 5 he turned the eye of his wrath on 
Cairbar» 

Chief of Atha ! he faid^how long wilt thou 
pain my foul ? Thy heart is like tlie rock of 
the deiart ; and thy thoughts are dark. — But 
thou art the brother of Cathmor , and he will 
fight thy battles. — But Cathmor's foul is not 
like thine , thou feeble hand of war ! The 
light of my bofbm is ilained with thy deeds : 
the bards will not fing of my renown. They 
may (ay ,« Cathmor was brave, but he fought 
a for gloomy Cairbar. » They will pafs over 
my tomb in filence , and my fame shall not 
be heard. — Cairbar ! loofe the bards : they 
are the fons of other times. Their voice shall 
be heard in other ages y when the lungs of 
Temora have failed. 



(0 That is , himfclf and Carril , as it aftec- 
ifSLtds appears. 

(i) The perfons of the bards were fo facred , 
that even he , ^rho had juft murdered his fove*. 
xcign 9 feared to kill tketn. 
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We came forth at the words of the chleC 
We Czw him in his fhrength. He was like thy 
youth- )OFingaI, when thou firft iidH I'm 
the (pear* — His face was like the funny 
field when it is bright : no darknefs moved 
over his brow. But he cameVith his thou£mds 
to UUin y to aid the red-haired Cairbar : and 
now he comes to revenge his death , Q 
king of woody Morven. — 

And let him come-, replied the king ; I 
love a foe like Cathmor* His foul is great r 
liis arm is fbrong , and his battles are fiill of 
£uDe. — But the little foul is like a vapour 
that hovers round the marshy lake : it never 
xifes onr the green hill , left the winds meet 
it there : its dwelling is in the cave , and 
it fends forth the dart of death* 

U(hoth 1 thou haft heard the fame of Etha's 
car-borne chiefs. — Our young heroes , O 
warrior, are like the renown of our fetherf. 
—-They fight in youth , and they &1I : their 
names are in the (bng. — But we are old , 
P Ufhoth, let us not fall like aged oaks ; 
which the blaft overturns in fecret. The bun* 
ter came , paft and faw them lying gray 
acrofs a ftream. How have thefe fallen? he 
iaid , and whiftling pafted along. 

Raife the fong of joy , ye bards of Mor-^ 
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The red Aars^ look on us from che clouds » 
and (ilently defend. Soon shall the gray beam 
of che morning rife , and shew us the foes 
of Cormac. — Fillan 1 take the fpear of the 
l^lng^go to Mora's dark-brown fide* Let thine 
eyes travel over the heath , like flames of 
fire. Obferve the foes of Fineal , and the 
courfe of generous Cathmor. i heard a di- 
ftant found , like the falling of rocks in the 
defart. — Butilrike thou thy shield, at times, 
that they may not come through night, and 
the fame of Morven ceafe. — 1 begin to be 
alone, my ton, and I dread the £m of my 
fenown. 

The voice of the bards arofe. The king 
leaned on the shield of Trcnmor. — Sleep de^ 
fcended on his eyes , and his future battles 
io(e in his dreams* The hofl are fleeping 
around. Dark-haired Fillan obferved the foe* 
His fleps are on a diftant hill : we hear > 
at times, his clanging shield* 

One of the Fragments of ancient ?oetry lately 
published , gives a different account of the death 
of Ofcar » the (on of Offian. The tranflacor , 
though he well knew the more pcohable traditioa 
concerning that hero , was unwilUn^ to rejeft a 
poem , which « if not really of Offian's compofi-* 
tion , has much of his manner , and concife turn 
of expreflion. A more corred copy of that fragment, 
which has Una come to the tranflacor's hapds , 
has enabled him to corre^ the miflake , into which 
a /imihirity of names had led tbofe who handed 
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^own the pofm by tradition. The heroes of 

the piece are Ofcar the fofi of Caruth , and Dcr- 
mid the Ton o^ Diaran. Offiaa , oc perhaps hit 
imitator y opens the poem with a lamencacion for 
Ofcar , anci afterguards , by an eafy transition , 
relates the ftory of Ofcar the fon of Caruth, who 
feems to hare bore the fame character , as well as 
same , with Ofcar the fon of Oflian. Though the 
tranflator thinks he has good reafon to reject the 
fragment as the componiion of O/Can > yet as ic 
U f after all , dill fomewhat doubtful whether it it 
or not, be has here fubjoined it* 



w. 



HT openeft thou afresh the fpnng of myr 
grief 9 O fon of Alpin , inquiring how Ofcar fell l 
My eyes are blind with tears i but memory beara^ 
on my heart. How can I relate the mournful death 
of the head of the people ! Chief of the warriors |, 
Ofcar p my fon , shall I fee thee no more I 

He fell a the moon m a Aorm ; as the fuor 
from the midft of his cowfe , when clouds rife 
ftom the waftc of the waves , when the blacknefs of 
the (lorm inwraps the rocks of Ardannider. I , like 
an ancient oak on Morven , I moulder alone jn 
sny place. The blaft hath lopped my branches away^ 
sind I tremble at the wings of the north* Chief 
of the warriors , Ofcar 9 my fon ! shall I fee thee 
210 more ! 

' Bur , fon of Alpin » the hero fclf not harmlefs 
ts the grafs of the ^Id j the blood of the mfgbty 



Ah E P I€ poem, iir 

mit on liis fword , and he ttavcUed with death 
through the ranks of their pride. But Ofcar 9 thou 
Ton of Caruth , thou haft fallen low !"No enemy 
fell by thy hand. Thy fpe^u \vas ijkained yvicb.tbe 
blood of thy friend. 

Dermid and Ofcar were one : They reaped, the 
battle together. Their friendship was flrong as thejc 
"ileel *y and death walked between them to the field* 
^Thcy came on the foe like two rocks falling from 
(he brows of Ardveu. Their fwords wfcre (lained with 
the blood of the valiant : warriors fainted ac theic 
names. "Who was equal to Ofcar , but Dermid ! 
and who to Dermid » but Ofcar ! 

They killed mighty Dargo in the field ; Datgo 
^wbo never fled in War. His daaghter was fair as 
•cfae mom'; mild as the beani of night. Her tycs^f 
iike two ftaci id> a shower : het breath 9 the gait 
of fpring riier:.breafb , as the new-fallen Ihow 
floating on the moving heath. The warriors faw 
her , and loved \ their fouU ' were fixed on the 
maid* Each loved lier as his fame j each mufl; pofTefs 
ber or die. But her fotil was fixed on Ofcar j the 
(on ot idaruth' was the youth of her loVe/ She 
.•forgot die^ blood of her father i and loved the 
hand that flew him. 

$00 pI CarjDi^i » fild Dermid , I loreja Of- 
car 9 I love this maid» Sut her ii>ul cl^r^Ui uqci^ 
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thee s and nothing can heal Dermid. Here » fSerce 
,this bofom , Ofcat } xelieve mc , my &kad , viik 
,thy Cwocd* 

My Tword , Ton of Diafan > shall never be iUinecf 
with the blood of 'Decmid. 

NTho then is ^worthy to flay me , O Ofcar , 
fon of Caruth ^ Let not my life pafs away ua- 
"known. Let none but Qfcar flay me. Send me witb 
^honour to the grave , and let my death be renowned, 

Dermid , make ufe of thy fword s foa of Dia- 
ran » wield thy fleel. XTould that I fell with thee ! 
that my death came from the hand of Dermid! 

; They fought by the brook oC the mountain > 
py the ^i^Qams of 3ranno.. Blood tingqd the;rmi;^ 
jiing watqr y ^and curdled roUnd; the moCy fionei. 
,The ftatdy Deimid f«U s, he feU ,-. and fimkd la 
ideach* 

And failed thou , (on of Dlaran , falleft thop 
by Ofcat't band I Dtermid who nevf r jdclded ia 
war , thus do I fc^ thee foU •^ — I^c wci?^ and 
Returned to the ifmd of his] jo?e | )ie .i^tuoicdt* 
but she perceived his grief. 3.. ; . . 

rvn^y tfaac ^<»My i<A bF Caidtib I ^Itt «Utdet 
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Though once renowned for the bow , O maid « 
I liaye toft my fame. Fixed on a tree by the 
brook of the hill » is the shield of the valiant Gor« 
muc 9 whom I flew in battle. I hare wafted the da/ 
in vain , not could my arrow pierce ic 

Lee me cry , fon of Caruth , the skill of Darg6*t 
daughter. My hands were taught the bow : my far 
cher delighted in my skill. 

She went. He ftood behind the shield. Her ac« 
row flew, and pierced his breaft, ^ 

Bleifed be that hand of fnow *, and bleifed that 
bow of yew! VThobut the daughter of Dargowat 
worthy to flay the fon of Caruth i Lay me in the 
etnh y my fair one s Uy me by the flde of Dermid* 

Ofcat ! the maid replied , I hare the foul of the 
mighty Oargo. XTell pleafed I can meet death. Mf 
fbrrow I can end. — — She pierced her white bofom 
with the fteel. She fell ; she trembled i and died*' 

By the brook of the hill their gtares are laid ; 
m birch's unequal shade covers their tomb. Often 
on their green earthen tombs the branchy fons of 
the mountain feed , when mid-day if all in flames.^ 
and illence oyer all the hills. 
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CARRIC-THURA (i)* 
A P O E M/ 

tl AST (z) thou left thy blue coorfe In 
kearen , golden-haired foa of the sky I The 

(i) Fiogat , returning from an expedition which 
he had made into the Roman province , refolved 
to vifitCathuUa king of Inis- tore ,. and brother to 
Comala , whofe (lory is related 9 at large , in the 
dramatic poem * published in this collefkion. Upoi> 
his coming in (ight of Cartic-thura , the palace o^ 
Cathulla , he obferved a flame on its top 9 which ^ 
in thoTe days , was a iignal of di/lrefs. The wind 
drove nim into a bay » at Tome difl'ance from Car« 
ric-thii^a 9 ^nd he was obliged to pafs the night 
on the shore. Next day he attacked the army of 
Ffotbal king ofSora who had bedeged Cathulla 
in his palace of Carric-thtira , and took Frothat 
himfelf prifoner , after he had engaged him in a 
iihgle combat. The deliverance of Carrie- thura it 
the fub)ed of the poem , but feveral other epifodet 
are interwoven with it. It appeats from tradition » 
chat this poem wosaddreued to a Culdee , oc 
one of the firfl Chriftian miflionariet , and thac 
the ftory of the Spirit of Loda , fuppofed to bo 
the ancient Odin of Scandinavia , was introduced 
by Odian in oppdiitibii to' the Culdec*s do^lrine* 
Be this a< it will , it lets us into OiHan^s notioni 
of- a fjjperlor, being *, and .she\vs that he was noc 
addi^ed to the fuperfljtion wich prevailed all the 
world over , before die introdii&ioa «£ CVffi^^ 
ajiiiy. 

(z) The fottg of Ultta , f«kVi nuVacVv iSwt i^w.^ 
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weQ h^ opened hs gates ; the bed of chy re^' 
pofe is there. The w^aves come to behold thy 
beauty : they lift their trembling heads ; they 
Tee thee lovely in chy deep ; but they shrinK 
aw^ay w^ith fear. Reft » in thy shadowy cave , 
O wn ! and let thy return be in jov. — Buf 
let a thoufand lights arife to the found of 
the harps of Selma : let the beam (pread in 
the hall , the king of shells is returned ! The 
firife of Crona (i ) is pad , like founds that 
are no niore : raife the fong , Q bards , the 
]png is returned with his feme 1 

Such was the fong of Ullin , when Fin- 
gal returned from battle : when he returned 
in the fair blushing of youth ; with all his 
heavy locks. FJis blue ^m? were on the 
hero ; like a gray cload on the fun, when 
he moves in his robes of mifl , and shews 
but half his beams. His heroes follow the 
king: the feaft of shells is fpread. Fingal 
turns to his bard.$ > aad bids the fong to rife^ 

opens , is fn a lyric meafure. Ic was ufual with 
IFingal , when he returned from his expeditions f 
CO fend his bards (inging befpre him. This fpecies 
of triumph is called , by O^n , the fong qfv'w 
tor/f 

(i) Oilian has celebrated the flrlfe of Crona , in 
a particular poem. This poem is conne&ed with it, 
but it was impoffible for the tranflator to procure 
that pan which relates to Ctona > with any decree 
^parii^. 
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Voices of echoing Cona i he faid , O bards 
cf other times ! Ye , on ^rhofe fouls the blue 
Loils of our lathers rife 1 ftrike the harp in 
liiy hall ; and let Fiagaf hear the foog. Plea- 
lant is the joy of grief lit is like the shower 
of (pring , when it foftens the branch 
of the oak , and the young leaf lifts its green 
head. Sing on , O bards , tomorrow we lift 
the fail. My blue courfe is through the 
ocean, to Carric-thura's walls; the mony waifs 
of Samo, where Comala d\i?^elt. There the 
noble Cathulla (preads the feafl of shells. 
The boars of his woods are many , and the 
ibund of the chace shall arife* 

Cronnan (i) , fon of foojg ! faid Ullln , 
Minona , graceful ait the harp ! raife the 
fbng of Shilric , to pleaie the king of Mor- 
ven. Let Vinvela come in her beauty , like 
the showery bow , when it shews its lovely 
head on che lake , and the fetting fun is 
l»right. And she comes , O Fingal 1 her voice 
is loft , but fad. 

(i) One should think that the patO of Shilrie 
ADd Vinvela were reprefented by Cronnan and Mi- 
oona , whofe very names denote that they were 
£ngert , who petformed in public. Cronnan Signifies 
a mournful found ; Minona , or Min-*6nn , fofi 
air. All the dramatic poemt o( Offian appear ro 
have been prelenttfd befoce lingal , upon folema 
occaiions. 

rii> 
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V I M V E I A» 

My love is a Ton of the hill* He purfuef 
tlie nyjng deer* ,His gray dogs are paming 
around him ^ Kis hoiw'-ftrmg founds in the 
wind. Doft jchpu reft by the fount of the 
xock , or by the noifc of the mountain- 
iheam ? The rushes are nodding yich the 
wind y the mift is Hying over the hilU I 
n/ill approach my love unperccivcd , and fee 
him from the rock. Lovely I fay thee firft 
by the a^ed oak of Branno (i), thou wert 
returning tall from the^chace j the faixied 
lunong 3iy friends. 

S H I & n x,e; 

What voice is that I hear ? that voice 
like the fatnraer-wind. — I fit not by the 
nodding rushes; I hear jiot Ae fount of the 
irack. Afar , Vinycla (z) , afer I go to the 

(i) Bran , or Branno , Hgnifies a moumain-flream : 
■c is here forne riyer kno^^u by that name , in 
the days of Oilian. There are feveral fmali rivers 
in the north of Scotland Ml retaining the name 
of Bran y in particular one which falls into the Tay 
ac Dunkeld, 

i^y'Rhin-hh^wX^ a woman with a melodious voice* 
JBh in the Galic Language has the iame found with 
she V iA^£nglishi 
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trats of Piagal. My dogs attend me no more^ 
No more I tread tne hill. No more from on 
high I fee thee , fiur- moving by the ilredm 
of the plain 3 bright as the bov^ qI heaven i 
as the moon on the vefteraware; 

V I w V E t X; 

Then thoti art gone , O Shilrk I dXiiX 
am alone on the hill. The deer are feen on 
the brow ^ void o£ feu they graze along. 
No more they dread the wind ; no more the 
foflling tree. The hunter is far removed > 
he is in the field of graves. Strangers 1 §999 
Q§ the waves ! fpare my lovely Shilricv 

S K X h K I C^ 

if fall i muft in the field , rai(e high my 
grave y Vinvela. Gray Aones and heaped-up 
earthy shall mark me to foture times. Whenf 
ihe hunter shall fit by the mound , and pro- 
duce his food at noon , « Some warrior reft* 
« here, » he will fay y and my fame shall livai 
in his praife. Remember me ^ Vinvela, whei^ 
low on earth Ilie! 



'V 
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Yes ! — I will remember ihec^ — In'deed my 
Shilric will fall. What shall I do , my love'J 
when thou aft gone for ever ? Through ihefq^ 

F ir 
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lulls I will go at noon : I v^ill go tli rough 
ihe filcnt heath. There I will fee the place 
of thy reft, returning from the chacc. Indeed, 
Qiy Shllric will fall 5 but I will remember 
liim. - 

And I remember the chief 1 (aid the king 
^f woody Morven j he confumed the baule 
in his rage* But now my eyes behold him 
not. I met him , one day , on the hill ; his 
cheek was pale ; his brow was dark. The 
iigh was frequent in his breaft : his fteps 
were towards the dcfert. But now he is not 
in the crowd of my chiefs , when the founds 
of niy shields arife. Dwells he in the narrow 
lioufe (i) , the chief of high Carmora(i) ? 

Cronnan ! faid UUin of other times , raife 
the fong of Shilric 5 when he returned to 
his hills , and Vinvcla was no more. He 
leaned on her gray mofly ftone j he thought 
yinvela lived. He faw her fair-moving ( 3 ) 

(i) The grave. 

(i) Carn-m6r , high rocky hilU 

( ) ) The didindioa , which the ancient Scott 
made between good and bad fpirits , was , thac 
the fbrmei appeared ronictime& in the day - time 
in lonely unfrequented places , but the latter fel- 
dom but by night > aod aiways in a difmal gloo>^ 
ipy fcene. 
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6n the plain : but the bright form lafted not : 
the fun-beam fled from the field , and she 
vas feen no more. Hear the ibag of Shil« 
tic : it is foft, but fad* 

I fit by the mofly fountain ; 0|j^ the top 
of the hill of winds. One tree is rufthng above 
jne. Dark waves roll over the heath* The 
lake is troubled below. The deer defcenil 
from the hill. No hunter at a diflance is 
feen ; no whiflling cow- herd is nigh. It is 
mid^diiy : but all is filent. Sad are my thoughcs 
alone. Didft thou but appear , O my love ^ 
a wanderer on the heath I thy hair floating 
on the wind behind thee \ thy bofom heav^ 
ing on the fight j thine eyes full of tears for 
thy friends; whom the mlfl of the hill had 
concealed ! Thee I would comfort , my love , 
and bring thee to thy father's houfe. 

But is it she that there appears , like a 
beam of light on the heath ? bright as the 
moon in autumn , as the fun in a fummer^ 
ilorm, comeft thou , lovely maid , over rocks, 
over mountains to me ? — She (peaks : but 
how weak her voice I like the breeze in the 
reeds of the pool. 

Returncft thou fafe from the war ? Where 
are thy friends , myU)ve? I heard of thy death 
on the hill ^ I heard and mourned thee ^ 
Shilric 1 

Ft 
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Yes , my fair , I return ; but I alone of my 
race. Thou shalt fee chem no more : their 
graves I raifed on the plain. But why arc thou 
on the iiefert hill ? Why on the heath, 
alone ? 

Alone I am y O Shihic I alone In the xi^iti- 
f er-houfe. With grief for thee I expired. Shil- 
^ic J I am pale in the comb. 

She ileecs , she fails away ; as gray mill 
.before the wind ! — ^d , wilt thou not ftay, 
my love? Stay, and behold my tears ! fair thou 
appeared , Vinvela? £ur chou waft , whea 
alive I 

By themofly fountain I wilt fit; on the 
;rop of the hill of wifnds. When mid-day is 
£lent around , converfe y Q my love ^ with 
xne ! come on the wings of the eale I on the 
tlaft of the ipountain , come I Let me hear 
thy voice, as thou pafleft, when mid-day lis 
£lent around. 

Such was the (bng of Cronnaa , on the 
night of Selmafs joy. But morning rofe in the 
call ; the blue waters rolled in light. Fingal 
hzde his fails ro rife , and the winds come 
jjruiMing from their hills. Inis-tore rofe to 
iSght , and Carric-thura't moiTy towers. But 
|he fign of di(h-efs was on th^ir top : the 
green flame edged with jGnoke. The king of 
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J/Iorven ilruck Lis bread : he affufned , at once, 
his fpear. His darkened brov bends forvvar4 
to the coafl : he looks back to the lagging 
winds. His hair isdifordered on his back. ThJe 
filence of the king is terrible. 

Night came down on the fea ; Rotha's bai^ 
deceived the ship. A rock bends ^ot^ tlie 
Coaftwith allies echoing wood. On the top 
is the circle (i) oFLoda, and. the mofiy flone 
of po«^er. A narrow plain iprcads beneath y 
covere4 witb graft and aged trees , which the 
mid -ni£ht winds, in their wrath > had tort^ 
from the shaggy rock. The blue courfe of a 
flream is there : and the lonely blaft of oceaa 
purfues the thiftle's beard. 

The flame of three oaks at^ i At flbuft 
is fpread around : but the ibul of Ax^ 
king is fad , for Carrie - thura's battling 
diiet. The wan , cold moon r6& , in the 
eaft. Sleep descended on the youths i th^it 
blue helmets glitter to the beam y the feding 
£re decays. But deep did not reft on the king : 
he rofe in the midft of his arms , and flowl^ 
«(cended the hill to behold the iame 'of Sar* 
no's tower. 

The flame was dim and diflant ; the mcooi; 

(i) The circle of Loda is fuppofed to be t place 
of worship among the Scandinavians ^ as tBs fptrif 
of Loda is thou^t to b( the fame with thdr 6od 
Odin. 
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hid her red face in the eafl. A blafl came from 
the mountain , and bore , on its wrings , the 
ipirit of Loda. He came to his place in his 
terrors (i) , and he shook his dusky fpear; — - 
His eyes appear like flames in his dark face ; 
and his v^oice is like diflant thunder. Fingal 
advanced with the fpear of his flrength , and 
raifed his voice on high. 

Son of night , retire : call thy winds and 
fly! Why doft thou come to my prefence, 
with thy shadowy arms ? Do I fear thy gloo- 
iny form , difmal fpirit of Loda ? Weak is 
thy shield of clouds : feeble is that meteor, 
thy fword. The blafl rolls them together ; 
and thou thyfelf dofl vanish. Fly from my 
prefence > fon of night ! call thy winds and 
fly ! 

Dofl thou force me from my place , re- 
plied the hollow voice ? The people bend be- 
fore me. I turn the battle in the field of the 
valiant. I look on the nations , and they va- 
nish : my noflrils pour the blafl of death* 
I come {%) abroad on the winds : the tem- 

(i)He is defcribed , in a (imile , in the poem 
iioncerning the death ofCuchuUin. 

(%) There is a great refemblance between the 
terrors of this mock divinity > and thofe of the 
triie God . as thef are defcribed ij> the lacb 
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pcfts are before my fecc. But my dwelling is 
calm J above the clouds 'j the fields of my 
reil are pleafant. 

Dwell then in thy calm field , faid Fin- 
gal , and let ComhaFs fon be forgot. Do my 
fteps afcend , from my hills , into thy peace- 
ful plains ; Do I meet thee , with a fpear, 
on thy cloud , foiric of difmal Loda! why 
then dofl thou frown on Fingal ? or shake 
thine airy (pear ? fiut thou frownefl in vain : 
I never fled ftom mighty men. And shall the 
fons of the wind frighten the king of Mor- 
ven ? No : he knows the wcakncis of their 
arms. 

Fly to thy land , replied the form : receive 
the wind and fly. The blafts are in the hot- 
low of my hand : the courfe of the ftornl 
is mine. The king of Sora is my fon , he 
bends at the ftone of my power. His battle 
is around Carric-thura ^ and he will prevail. 
Fly to thy land , Ton of Comhal , or feel 
xny flaming wrath. 

He lifted high his shadowy (pear ; and 
bent forward his terrible height. But the king, 
advancing , drew his fword ;the blade of dark:- 
brown Liino (i). The gleaming path of the 

(i) The famous fword of Fingal 9 made by Lun , 
01 Xouo ^ (JBuh of LochliA. 
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fteel winds through the gloomy ghoft. The* 
form fell shapelcfs into air , like a column 
of (inoke , which the ftafF of the boy dif- 
torbs , as it rifes from the half- extinguished 
furnace* 

The (pirit of Loda shrieked , as , rolled 
into himfelf , he roCe on the wind. Iniflore 
shook a£ the found. The waves heard it otk 
the deep : they (lopj>ed y in their cour(e , 
W'ith iiear : the compaaioos of Fingal ftart-^ 
cd , at oooe > and took theit heavy (pears. 
They miCed the king : they cofe with rage > 
^1 their arms relbund* 

The moon came forth in the caft. The 
king returned in the gleam of his arms. The 
joy of his youths was great ; their fouls fet"^ 
tied , as a fea from a florm. UHin raifed the 
fong of eiadne^s. The hills of Iniflore re- 
joiced. The Hame of the oak arofe y and the 
tales of heroes are told. 

But Frothal, Sora's battling king, fits itf 
fadne(s beneath a tree. The hofl /preads 
around Carric-thura. He looks towards the 
walls with rage. He longs for the blood of 
CathuUa, who , once y overcame the king 
in war. — ^hcn Annir reigned (i) in Sora, 

(i) Annir was alfo the fath^ of Erragon , who 
vas killed after the duth of ia brother Iroi^U 
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tKe faiKer of car-borne Frochal , a blaft rofc 
on the fea , and carried FiotKal to Iniftore* 
Three days he feailed in SarWs halls, and 
faw the &0W rolling eyes of Cpmila. He 
loved her, in the rage of youth , ^d rushed 
to feize the white-armed maid. Cathulla met 
the chief. The gloomy battle rofe. Frothal 
is bound in the k^W : three days he pined 
alone. On the fourth , Sai-oo fent hi^ to hi$ 
ship , and he retqmej to hi^ land* Bat vrat|i 
darkened in hU foul ^aiQil the noHe Car 
thulla. Wh^n Aooir'$ ftoo^ ( i) of f^me arofe , 
Frothal came in l^is ^eagfh.The b^tie burn- 
ed rou^4 Carrlcslxura » 9nd $9;a9 s $fKoBj 
walls. 

Morning rofe on Iniftore. Frotjial ftnick 
his darkbrov^n shield. His chiefs Aarted at 
the found 5 ^l^ey Aood , but their eyes were 
turned to the (ea. They fa\r Fing^l coining 
}n his ftrength 5 and nrft thp noble Thobar 
ipoke. 

Wlio comes li)^ tfie flag of thp mount^n , 
x^ith all his herd behind him ? Frothal , h is 
a foe I I fee his forvrard fpear. Perhaps k 

The death of Erragon is the fubje^i of the hattU 
cf Lora , a poem in chis collediioD. 

(1) That is , after the death of Annir. To ere^ 
the ftone of one's fame , was , in othec word* y 
to fay that the pecfou was dead* 
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is the king of Morven , Fingal the firft of 
meD. His anions are well known on Gor- 
mal ; the blood of his foes is in Starno's 
halls. Shall I ask the peace (i) of kings ? 
He is like the thunder of hearen. 

Son of the feeble hand , faid Frothal,shail mj 
days begin in darknefs ? Shall I yield before 
I have conquered in battle , chief of flreamy 
^ora ? The people would (ay in Sora , Fro^ 
thai flew forth like a meteor ; but the dark 
cloud met it , and it is no more. Na : Tku- 
bar , I will never yield 5 my fame shall fur- 
lound me like light. No : I will never yield , 
king of ftrcamy Tora. 

He went forth with the flream of his 
people , but thev met a rock : Fingal ftood 
unmoved ^ broken they rolled back from 
his fide. Nor did they roll in (afety ; the 
0)ear of the king purfued their, flight. The 
field is covered with heroes. A nfing hiU 
preferved the flying hofl* 

Frothal faw their flight. The rage of his 
bofom rofe. He bent his eyes to the ground , 
and called the noble Thubar. — Thubar ! my 
people fled. My fame has ceafed to rife. I 
will fight the king ; I feel my burning fouL 
Send a bard to demand the combac Speak 
not againft Frothal's words. — Bat , Thubar 1 

li) Honourable terms of peace. 
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I love a maid ; she dwells by Tliano's fiream, 
the w^hite-bofomed daughter of Herman , 
Utha with the fofily-rolling eyes. She fear- 
ed the daughter ( i) of Iniilore , and her (oft 
fighs rofe , at my departure. Tell to Utha 
that I am low 5 but that my foul delighted 
in her. 

Such were his words , refolved to fight. 
But the foft figh of Utha was near. She had 
followed her hero over the fea , in the ar- 
mour of a man. She rolled her eye on the 
youth, in fecret, from beneath a glittering 
nelmet. But now she faw the bard as he 
went , and the fpear fell thrice from her 
hand. Her loofe hair flew on the wind. Her 
white breafl rofe , with (ighs. She lifted up 
her eyes to the king ^ she would ipeak , but 
thrice she failed. 

Fingal heard the words of the bard ; he 
came in the flrength of ftcel. They mixed 
their deathful (pears , and raifed the gleam 
of their fwords. But the fteel of Fingal de* 
fccnded , and cut Frothal's shield in twain. 
His fair (ide is expofed ; half bent he fore- 
fees his death. 



fi) By the daughter of Tniftore» Frothal meajis 
Coinala • of whofe death Utha probably had not 
heard \ confequencly she feared that the former paf- 
iion of frothal for Com^ snigbt retuto. > 



ijSCARRIC-THURAr 

DukiicG gazfadcd on Uda's CxiL Thetear 
rolled dovrn her died^ She coshed to co* 
Ter die chief iridi her shield ; but a fidlco 
oak met her fteps. She fell on her arm of 
fbov^; her shield , her helmet Bcw ^ide> Her 
white BoChii heaved to tlie.fi^tyhcrdack« 
hrovn hair is Qwead on cacth. 

Fiogal pitied the white-anned maid : he 
ibyed the uplified firord. The tear was 10 
liie eye of the klnff , as, bendii^ forward, 
he (poke. King offbeamy Sora I fear not 
the nrord of FingaL It was never fbined wiih 
the blood of the vanquished ^ it never pierced 
a fallen foe. Let thy people rejoice aloi^ the 
blue waters of Tora : let the maids of thy 
love be glad. Why shonldft thoa fall in thy 
yooth ^ iuDg of ilreamy Sora^ 

Frothal heard the words of Fingal , and 
(aw the rifing maid : they (i) fhiod in & 
lence , in their beanty : like two youog trees 
of the plain , when the shower of ^ring Is 
on their leaves , and the load winds are kid. 

Daughter of Herman , faid Frothal , didft 
thou come from Tora's (breams ? didi^ thou 
come y in thy beauty , to behold thy wartior 
low ? But he was low before the mighty , 
maid of the flow-rolling eye 1 The kcw 

(t) Fc«chal and Ucha, 
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iii not overcome the (on of car-borne An* 
nir. Terrible art thou , O.king of Morvcn ! 
in battles of the (pear. But , in peace , thou 
^t like ;he (un» when he looks through a 
£Ient ^hov^er : the flovrers lift their fair heads 
l>efore hiip ', and the gales shake their ruff- 
ling ^wings. O that thou \/crt in Sotzl chat 
iny feaft vf^e^e fprcad I — The future kings of 
Sora would fee thy arms and rejpice. They 
v^ould rejoice at the fame of their fathers > 
who beheld the mighty Fipgal. 

Son of Annir, replied the king , the fa;ne 
of Sora's race shall be heard.— ^When chiefi^ 
are ftrong in battle , then does the fong arife. ^ 
But if their (words are ftretched over the 
feeble : if the blood of the weak has ftained 
their arms ; the bard shall forget them in 
the fong, and their tombs shall not be known. 
The ftranger shall come and build there , and 
remove the heaped-up earth. An half-wora 
fword shall rife before him ^ and bending 
above it , he will fev , f» Thefe are the arms 
d of chiefs of ola , but their name$ are 
« not in fong. » — Coipe thou , O Fro- 
thai , to the feaft of Ipiftore ; let the maid of 
thy love be there j and our faces will bright^© 
with joy. 

Fingal took his fpear , moving in the fteps 
of his might. The gates of Carric-thura are 
opened. The feaft of shells is (pread.— 
The voice of mafic arofe. GUdncli bri^htenr 
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cd in the tall. — The voice of Ullin wdS 
heard ; the harp of Selma was fhtmg. — 
Utha rejoiced in his prefence , and demand- 
ed the fong of griet ; the big tear htine in 
her eye , when the foft (i) Crimora Cpoke j 
Crimora the daughter of Rinval , who dwelt 
at Lotha's (i) mighty fbeam. The talc was 
long , but lovely 5 and plea&d the bhishing 
maid of Tora. 

C R I M O K A (3). 

Who Cometh from the hill y like a clou j 
tinged with the beam of the weft } Whofe 
voice is that, loud as the wind y but plea&nt 
as the harp of Carril (4) ? It is my love in 
the light of fteel 3 but Cid is his darkened 

(1) There is a propriety in introducing this epi- 
fode 4 as the fiiuacions of Crimora and Ucha were Co 
iunUar. 

(%) Lotha was the ancient name of one of the 
great rivers in the north of Scotland* The only one 
of them thac ilill retains a name of a like found 
is Lochy , in Invernefshire j but whether it is |the ri- 
ver mentioned here y the ttanflatoc will not pretend 
to fay. 

(5) Cti-ia6ray a woman of a great fouL 

(4) Perhaps the Carril mentioned here is the (amf 
^ith Carril the fon of Kinfena , Cu9hullin^$ bard. 
The name icfelfis proper to any bard ^ as it iigai^ 
^i% a fpriifttly and harmonious fiunct* 
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brov. Live the mighty race of Flngal ? or 
U'hac diilurbs my Connal (i) } 

C O N M A U 

They live* I fav them return &om the 
chace , like a ftream of light. The fun was on 
their shields. Like a ridge of fire they dcfcend- 
ed the hill. Loud is the voice of the youth ; 
the war , my love , is near. To-morrow the 
terrible Dargo comes to try the force of 
our race. The race of Fingal he defies j the 
race of b^ttl? and wounds^ 

C «. I M O X A. 

Connal , I faw his fails like gray mift. 
en the fable wave. They (lowly came to land. 
Connal , many are the warriors of Dargo 1 

C O N N A U 

Bring me thy father s shield ; the boffv ; 
iron shield of Rinval 5 that shield like the 
fiitl moon when it moves darkened through 
heaven. 

(1) Connal , tbe Ton of Duran » was one of the 
mod famous heroes of Fingal ; he was flain in a 
baccle againft Dargo a Briton ; but whether by the 
hjiad^ of the enemy • or chat of his miftrefs » tt^r 
4i.cion dQes not determiuc. 
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C R I M O K A. 

Tliat shield I bring , O Connal ; but it 
did not defend mv hither. By the (pear ot 
Gormar he fell. Thou may'fl fall , O Coa« 
nal! 

C O li » A L. 

Fall indeed I may : But raife ray tomb,Crl* 
mora. Gray ftones , a mound of earth , shall 
keep my memory. Bend thy red eye OTcr 
my tomb , and beat thy mournful heaving 
bread. Though fair thou art , my love , as 
the light ; more pleafant than tne gale of 
the hill 5 yet I will not f&y. RalTe roy tomb ^ 
Oimora. 

C K. I M O X A. 

Then give mc thofe arms of light ; that 
fword, and th^tfpear of fteel. I shall meet 
Dargo with thee , and aid my lovely Con- 
nal. Farewel , ye rocks of Ardven ! ye deer! 
and ye ftreams of the hill! — Whe shall re- 
turn no mote. Our tombs are diftantfar. 

And did they return no more ? faid Utha*$ 
burfting figh. Fell thc-mighty in battle , and 
did Crimora live ^ — Her fteps were lone- 
ly , and her foul was fad for Connal. Was 
he not young and lovely ; like the beam 
of the tetting fun I Ullin law the virgin's 
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f e«r , and took the foftly-trcmblinff harp : 
the fong \^as lovely , but fad , and £lence 
was xa Carric-thura* 

Autumn is dark on the mountains ; gray 
xniflreftson the hills. The whirlwind is heard 
on the heath. Dark rolls the river through the 
narrow plain, A tree ftands alone on the 
hill 9 and marks the (lumbering Connal. The 
leaves whirl round with the wind , and ftrew 
the grave of the dead. At times are feen here 
the ghofts of the deceafed , when the mufing 
hunter alone ftalks Aowly over the heath. 

Who can reach the fource of thy race , O 
Connal ? and who recount thy fetners ? Thy 
family grew like an oak on the mountain , 
which meeteth the wind with its lofty head. 
But now it is torn from the earth. Who* shall 
liipply the place of Conn^; 

- Here was the din of arms ; and here the 
groans of the dying. Bloody are the wars 
of Fingal ! O Connal ! it was here thou didft 
fall. Thine arm was like a fVorm ^ thy fword 
9 beam of the sky ; thy height , a rock on 
the plain ; thine eyes , a turnace of fire. 
Louder than a ftorm was thy voice , in the 
battlesof thy fteel. Warriors fell by thy f^ord, 
9S the thiftle by the ibff of a boy. 

Par^o the nughty came on , like a <lou.<l 
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of dumder.' His brov^s wcte contra^cd and 
3irk. His eves like two caves in a rock. Bright 
ro{e their {Words oa eaqh fide 3 dire wzs the 
clang of dieir AeeL 

The daughter of Rinval vas near ; Cri- 
mora bright in the armour of man ; her 
yellov' hair is loofe behind^her bow is in her 
nand. She followed the youth to the war , 
Coimai her much-beloved. She drew the 
firing on Dargo ^ but erring pierced her 
Connal. He £ills like an oak on the plain ; 
like a rock from the shagey hill. What shall 
she do ,haple(s maid ! — He bleeds ;.her Con- 
nal dies. All the night long she cries , and 
all the day , O Connal , my love;; and my 
friend ! with grief the (ad mourner dies.' 

Earth here inclo(es the lovelieft pair on 
the Kill. Tlie grafs grows between the ftones 
of the tomb ; I often fit in the mournful 
shade. The wind fighs through the grals ; their 
memory rushes on my mind. Undiflurbed 
you now deep together ; itx ihe tomb of the 
ffiountain you reft alone^ 

And foft be your reft , faid Utha , children 
of ftreamy Lotha. I will remember you with 
tears ,. and my fecfet fong shall rile ; when 
the wind is in the groves ofTora, and tha 
ftream is r^aiing near. Then shall ye come 
on my foul * with all your lovely grief. 

• Three 
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Three days fca/^ed the kings : on the 
fourth their white fails arofe. The winds of 
the north carry the ship oFFingal to Mor- 
¥en$ woody Ignd. — Biit the'ipirit oFLoda 
' fat , in his cloud , behind the shios of Fro- 
thai. He h<lng ferv^ard wit^i alLhis bla(ls » 
and fpread- the wlyte-bofomcd fails. — The 
vounds of his form were not forgot ; he 
i^ll fi^ared (i) the hand of the king. 

(O'Jhe ftoryof Fi^gal and, the fpirit ofLoda » . 
fuppofed CO b^ ihc famous Odin , is the moft extra- 
vagant fidion in all Odian's poems. It i^*iioc , how- 
ever > without pcecedems in the hell pp«ts; and ic 

^ mud be faid fot OlCaiM, chat he fays inching buc 

* 'w'hac perfedly agcced vkh the notions of the d- 
mcs , concernipjg ^hofts. They thought the fouI« 
'.ot the dc;^.d Were material , and^ confeijuentljr 
fufcepciblc ofpaiii. Whether a proof could be drawn 

.from this paifage , that OHian had no 'nouon of 
a divinity « I shaH leave to others to determine : 

' fc appears , howeveif , that he 'was of opinion » 
that (uperior beings ought *to cake ao aocice q£ 
ivhac paifed saooag men* 
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OTAR of tte.dcfccAdiog iMghf f fair is 
thy light in the weft ! thou hfteft thy un- 
shorn head from thy dcmd : thy fteps.are 
ftatcly on the hill, what doft thou behold 
in the plain ? The ftbrmy winds are laid. Tbe 
snUrmur of the torrent conies from a&r. Roar- 
ing weaves climb the diftant rock-. The flies 
Dsf evening are on ^eic feeble wings, and 

(i) This poem fixes the amiquicy' o^ a- cuflom'« 
^hich is well known to have prevailed afterwards , 
in the north of Scotland , arid in Ireland. The 
bards , at an annual feaft , provided by the king 
or chief , repeated their poems » and fuch of them 
as were thou^ > by him , worthy of being pro- 
ferved , were carefuHy taught to their children \^ 
in ordet to have them tranfmlcted to poderity^ 

■' ■ It was one of thofe occa^ons that aifprded the 

iiibjcdl of the preffenc poem to 0(fian. It i» 

^called in the original , The Songs of Selma » whidi 
title it was thought proper to adopt in the tranila<r 
tion» 

The Poem Js entirety lyric , and Has great ra- 
ficty ot verdHcation. The addrefs to the evening, 
ilar y with which it opens , has , in^ the original » 
all the harmony that numbets could give it j flow- 
ing down vith all chat tranx^uillicy and fofcnefs » 
which the fccne defcribed naturally infpires. >. 
Three of the fongs wich are introduced in this piece ^ 
were published among the fragments of ancient poo-^ 
try , printed Is^ year. 
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the Hum of their coorfe is oa the fielJ. 
' .What dofl thou behold ^fair light ? But thoa 
doft ISpiic apd :4^^t. ^Tghc ^ifia^cs ^oini^ 
vhh |oy around thee , and bathe thy lovely 
hair. Farev^ei , thou filent beam \ — ^Let ri|e 
H^ of OfCan's iooi arife. 

• Aiid it does ati& in its ftreagth ! I behold 

my departed friends. Their gathering is on 

^Lora, as in the days that -are paft. —Fin* 

gal comes likea vatry column ofmifl ; his 

•Heroes are around. And lee thebai^s of^e 

ioog «^gFay-4uured Ullin ; (lately Ryiio 5 Al- 

pin (i) , with the tuneful vojce , and ihe (bfr 

complaint of Minona ! — How.are ye chaag- 

ed, ray friends, fince the dayS'of S^l^iaVf^afl 1 

V^benvf^e contended, like j the gales of the 

fpring , that , flying over the bill ,^by turns 

bend the fecbly-v/mfWing grafi. 

Miqot^a. then qime forth in her beauty ; 

: ti^ith .xloiw:n-caft look and tearful eye; her 

hair £ev flovp'ly on the blaft that rushed un« 

.()) Alpin IS from the fame root with Albion 9' 
or cathcr Albin , the ancient name of Brieain ; Alp , 
Mf^ in land , or country. The prefenr name of 
« our ifland has its octgin in the Celtic tongue \ Co 
that thofe who derived it from any other, betrayed 
rtheir ignorance of the ancient language of out 
• country ^-——ifmdifl comes from Breac't in , ytf- 
fWgat^d ifland , fo called from the face of ilie 
•country , from the njitivcs p^iinting themfelves j or 
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^ficqucnt from the: WlL-r-The fouls of Ac? 

. Jieroes were Tad when sbe'raifed the nmc- 

^^1 voicQ J for c^ftea had.they Teen the g^a.tef 

c of^aigar (i), and the dark duf elUng of whir^- 

.JbofoiQ^d C^lriia (i). CoImaJeft alone on c]|e 

JiUi, wiih ail her/ voice of iniific I Salg^ 

promlfed tojcoine ; buc (1^ .liight flei^nd^ 

jround. — Hear the voice of Colnaa, wbea 

-jfhe i^ aloQe ott the ihiilt 

,.. .€ O..L:M Ar 
'■'■'/■:.' „> ' i .■■.;; ■ 

, fc 15 nigjhtf J r— I^m altjjie , .lorlorn dfli 
the hill of dorms*. The wind is heard in the 
mountain. The torient shrieks down the 
: Y(^k.>Ho1hut receiver itne froii^ the r^n ^ 
ibrlora on die hill of windsr 

Rile 9 mooti ! from; behind tliy clouds ^ 
ftars pf; the nigjbt ajippar I l-cad aie , fouie' 
• fight , to the place where mj love refls fronif 
r^Q ctoil of the clftiee I his bpw liear lUm, 
t Ijnftmngjjiis dogs panting ground hioi. BUt 
"herejiinufl: fit alone , fcy^the rock of the 
I xnofly.flre^m. .The flrejam^and the.yind roar > 
MQX can I hear the voice of my love* 

Why aefa^s my Sa%ar , vhy Ac ^on pf 

G vf 
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the bill ^ his promife ? Here is the rock~F 
9hd the tree ; and here the roaring fbeam* 
Thou <iidft profnifc W'ith tfighi td^ be here. 
Ah ! Vehither is my Salgar gond ? With thee 
i would fly my father 5 ^ifh- thee, my bro- 
ther of pride- Our race hive Ioi!ig be^afbes; 
but w^ are not foes • O Salgar. 

Ceafe a littfe while , O wind ! ftream , he 
thou filent a while i let my voice be heard 
over the heatk ; let -my Wanderer hear me* 
Salgar ! it is I who call. Here is the tree , 
and rh€l rock. Salgar ,my Fov^ ! I am here* 
JBFby delayed thou thy coming r • 

Lo ^ the moon appesir^th. The flood is 
bright in the vi^e. The tocks are grey on 
the face of the hill. But I fee him not on 
the brow 5 his dogs before him tell not that 
be is coming. Here I mud & atoife* ^ 

Butwho arethefe ihac lie beyond me on the 
beath ? Are they my love and my brother? 
•—Speak to mte , O my friends I they anfwer 
notj My foul is tormented with fears.— Ah I 
they are dead. Their fwords arc red from 
the fight. O my brother I my brother I why 
baft thou flain my Salgar ? why , O Sa^ar ! 
baft thou flain my brother ? Dear were ye 
both to me ! what sh^l I fay in your pi[ai(e ? 
Thou wert fiair on the hill among thoufands j 
be ^ta certible in fight. Speak to me ^liear 
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mf voice 9 Cons of my love ! But alas 2 they 
are iileot ; iilent for eves I Cold are thek 
breails of day I 

OK I from At rode of ttife hill 3 from tlie 
eop of the windy mountain , (peak ye ghofl» 
of the dead ! fpealc , I v/Ul not t« a&aid.^ 
—Whither ar^ ye g<:>ne to reft ? In what 
eave of the hill shall I find you ? No feeblier 
voice is on the v/ind : no anfwer half dro^ni^ 
.ed ia the ftorms of the hiUr 

I fit in my grief. I wait for morning m 
my tears. Rear the totoab , ye friends of the 
dead: ; but clofe it hot till Colma come* My 
life flies away like a dream ^ why should J 
£tay behind ? Here shall I reft with my 
friendsyby the f^ream pf ; the founding' rock» 
When night comes on the hill; when the 
.wind is on-.the heath ;? t^y ghoft shall ffand 
in; the wjnd-^ and mourn' the\ death of my 
iri^nds. Th^ hunter shall hear from^hi^ booth. 
;H^ shall fear , but love, my voice. For (Weec- 
shali my voice be for my friends y for plea*- 
jCint were they both to me*> 

Su^h wastWfongjMinona, foftly-blusfe- 
ihg maid of Torman. Our tears defcended^ 
for Colma>, and our fouls wer^ fad.-— Ullin 
came with the harp,, and gave the fbng of' 
Alpin. — The voice of Alpin was pleafant : 
>hc foul of Ryno was a beam of fire. But^hey 
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had refted in the mnow houfe : and their 
voice was not heatdrin Selma,— r Ullin had 
returned one day from the diace , before the 
heroes fell. He neard their ftrife on the hill j 
their fonp^was foft , but fad. They iHoiw^ed 
the fall of Morar , firft of mortal nien. His 
foul was like the foul of Fingal ; his fword 
like the fword of Ofcar. — But he fell , and 
his fether mourned : his fifter's eyes were 
-fall of tears, — Minona's eyes were foil 
of tears , the fiftir - of car^feorne Morar. 
She retired from the fong of Ullin , like 
the mooo in the weft, when she foretees 
the shower , and hides her £air head in a 
doud.— i touched the harp , with Ulliti j 
the fi>og of mourning ro(e« 

11 y H o. 

The wind a^d the rain are over : calm h 
the noon of day. The clouds are divided in 
heaven. Over the green hills Hies the in- 
'xonfiant fon. Red through the fteny vate 
«om^s down the ftream of the hill. Sweet 
are thy murmurs , O ftream ! but more (weec 
is the voice I hear. It is the voice of Alpin ^ 
^he fon of fong, mourning for the dead. Bent 
as his head of age , and red his tearfiil eye. . 
Alpin y t^ou fon of fong , why alone on 
^e fiient hill ? why oomplaineft thou, as a 
l)laft in ^e wood j as a wave on the lonely 
flibief 
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% .ff^ i QrRy^ip! arc for dicxjcail', tcfy 
Voice., for the inhabiwims of; die grave, TaU 
Aon art on cbe kill ( ftir ittnong tlie ions df 
the plain. But thou shalt^^ili like Mprar (i>; 
'and the mourner shall At on thy tomb. The 
,i}il](S shall Jcx^ow thee no fOore^:Uiy,bpv diall 
;iie in the H^l > unf^rupg. 

^ >tli.ou wit iViFt, p Morarl as a roe on 
'iteJbifll jcrribje ^ a incteor of • fire. Tby 
-vrath was asithe ftor^v^Thy fword in tattle, 
.as lightning, in. the $6^d. /Thy. voice was like 
a ftrc^m after Jwinj like;, thunder pp diflanc 
lifllsfj' Many fell iy-.tlry ain^ ;, tbey were 
€f^j^tw:f;k^d m.^e,fikm^^iotiJij wx^^ 

, \ But whep ch^ <jidrt: return ifrpm :\iPar , hov 
,D^a«|ui .was thy brqw 1 Thy iace was like the 
uiti after rain j like the moon in the iilence 
of night y calm as the bread of the lake whea- 
the loud, wind is iaid* 

■ 'Harrow is thy dWetlltig not^; dark tfe- 
Jlac)^ of thiue abodi.'.^Witii thtfee fteps 1 
tomjpafs thy gi^ave , jthbu Vho ^ttll To gre^t 
before i Fbir'fttkifes , ti^i* thfcit iiWdS'.oF 
xnofs, are the only memorial of thee^A-cree 

(0 Mt'ii great rfun. 
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with fcarce a leaf, long erafs v^hlch v^hlfllef 
in the wind , mark lo <£e hunter's eye the 
grave of the mighty Morar. Marar ! thou arc 
lov in<le6ci. Thon haft no mother to mourn 
thee; no makl with htr tears of love. Dead 
is she that brought thee forth. Fallen k the 
daughter of Morglan. 

Who oil his fhfFis this ?: who fs this , whofe 
lead is white with ige, whofe eyes are reel 
with tears , who quakes at every ftep. -rr- Ir 
IS thy father (i), G Morar I the facher of no 
fon but thee. He heard of thy famfe in Battle j 
he heard of foes diQ>erfea. He heard of 
3VIorar*s fame ; why did he not hear of hfs 
^'ound ? Weep, thon father of Morar ! weep ; 
l>ut ^hy fbn heareth thee not. Deep h the^ 
ileep of the dead | low their pritew of duf!^ 
No. more shall he hear thy voice j no more 
shall he awake at thry call. When shall it be 
morn in die grave , to bid the ftumbcrd: 
awake? 

Farewel, thou braveff oFmen ! thou con^ 
cueror: it^ the field I but the field shall fee 
thee no more; nor the dark wood be lightened 
with the iplendor of thy fleel. Thou haft left 
no fbn» 3uc the £>ng shall preferve thy name^ 



fi)TormafT, rbe fon of Carthul , lord o£ Jh 
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Fntcire tmiesf $h^l^ heac of^cbee^ they shall 
hear of the £4knMomri 

The grief of all arofe; ^ but BaofV the burfl.- 
ing figh of Armiur (i). He remembers the 
death of his fon ^ who fell in the days of 
hia youth, Carmor (r) was near the hero-, 
the chief of the echoing Galmal. Why burfts 
the %h of Armin , he faid > Is there a caufe 
to m0i)|:n? The fong comes , wi^h its mo^c y 
T tp mdc.and pleafe the foul. It is like fofr 
ipifl:, that^ ri^g froma lake, pours oa the 
£Ieot vadej the grp^n flowers are filled^ with 
dew , but the fun returns in his ftrengch , 
and the miit is gone, Why art thou fad , Q 
Armin ^ chief otle^furiounded Gorma i 

' . Sad I I am indeed : nor (mall my cau^ of 
woe ! — Carmor, thou haft loft no (on 5 tho» 

;iaft l5pft na daugixter erf beauty. Cojgar the^ 
yaljant lives; a»^ Annka f^eft maid. The 
boughs of thy family flourish, O Carmocl 
but Annin is the laft of his race. Dark is 
thy bed y O Daura I and deep thy flcep iti 
the tomb. — Whea shaft thou awake with 
thy fong^ ? with all thy, voice of mufic? 



' ('ivXAimin ,' a kem. He was cfiicf or pfnyfeing. 
of Gorma , i. e. the blue ifland , fuppofed to b^ 
^jDe^ 9^ thcoHebrtdei;.. . . ; - » 



(z) Ci6a^m6r ^ a^ tdU iIark*coin]^txiont^ 
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Rife , wand*; of afttomn j rife, Wo^ «jWltt 
the dark heachl fhr^an^ c^ tl^ ^iioumaikisV 
roar I hov/l, ye tempefls, in the top of the 
oak 1 walk through- broken cloticis,'0 ^^on I 
shbvK by imerv2s thy pal-e fiicei bting tt> 
my mkidthat fad night , wh^n aU my ^hilcken^ 
Jsll; v/^n Ariadal the mighty fell 3 when 
'Daara the lovely failed« 

Daura , iny daughter ! diod vert' &k ^ fefe 
us the mo6n On the htfis -of^rk (1) 5 whkfe 
as Ae driveii ' fnov y f^tict as the 'bt^eathing 
-gale. Aritidal , thy bow v^sls ftrohe, thy fpear 
was fwift in the field i thy look ti^as like 
mift on the wave i thy shield ,.a red cloud in 
a ftorm* Armar, renowned in war ^ came , 
,and fought Daura's love ; he was not long 
denied j feir was the hope of thtiir friends* 

Srath , Ion of OdgUi , fepmedj ibr hfs 
brother was fliin by Armar. He oafnedil^ailEed 
like a foh of fthe fea : fajryiis his skiff on^ the 
wave 3 white his locks of ige j calm his ferious 
ferow. Faireft of womeit , he &id y. lovely 
daughter of Armin! a toek notdiftant in the 
fca, bears a tree on iii fidej red shi ties the 
fruit afar. There Armar waits for Daura. I 
caoieto carry his 4ove:4J.oi»g ^c; K>)JingT£ba. 

She went 3 and she -CiAki ^tt AfuMHR 
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fTou^t anfv'eied , ixit the ion (i) of die 
cocic. ^|nar , my io¥e ! my kkve I iHiy cof- 
fnedteft ^om ttic with £nr? hex^Ccm of 
Ardnan , hear : it is Daiira vlio ^alledi thee! 
Erath the traitor fled laughing to the laiuL 
.She lifted up iier voice, and cried for her 
l>rother and her Either. Anndali Amin i none 
to relieve your Daura* 

Her voice came over die ica. Arindal mf 
fbn de(cended from the hill 3 rough in the 
^iis^ifdiechace.His^ovs rattled by his 
ude ;.bis bow iiras inhk l|and : five dark gra^ 
dogs attended ys fieps. He faw fierce Erafli 
oni the shore : he (eized and booad him to 
an oak. Thidc bead the thongs (z) of the 
hide around his limbs j he Ic^ the wind 
•with his groaas. 

A^^lndal s^cends the W9ve In his boat, to 
^btiine Daura to land. Armar came in his 
wrath) ^nd let fiy the gray>feathered shafv 
It fang v^c funk in thy heart , O Arindal roy 
fon! for Erath the traitor dou diedft.The 

{1) 3 f. the fin. of the rock the poet ttieins the 
«choifig ^f^k of \hfi :tiim«A v^m froeml.a r«dc. 
The ynlgjir wejrc of jqpi^ipn , thiit this itepcwtioc 
of (bund was made by a fpiric wiii^in the rock ^ 
•ai^ they , qxi that account, called it mac-talla i 
.^iufonwhodwtlU^mtheroch 

' (1) The poet here only nicii^s tRat Jrath wa» 
^iwd with Uathern thoof »• 
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ov is flopped at once > he panted on Aef 
rock and expired. What 4» thy grief, O 
paura , when round thy feet is poared thy 
brother's blood I 

The boat is broken in twaJn by the waves. 
Armac plunges into the (ea, to refcue his 
Daura , or die. Sudden a blaft from the hiU 
comes over the waves. He (unk, and he rofe 
.a«more»* 

' • ■ .. • '^ 

Alone , on the (ea-beat rock , my daughter 
was heard to complain. Frequent and loud 
were her cries ^ no(r could her father relieve 
her. All night I flood on the shore. I faw 
her by the taint beam of the moon* AH night 
I heard her crie^. Loud was the wind ; and 
the rain beat hard on the (ide.of the mountaio* 
Before morning appeared , her voice was- 
weak. !t died away, like ^e evening- br^ezer 
among the gra& of the locks. Spent with 
grief she expired^ And left thee Armin alone : 
gone is my flrength in the war, and fallea 
xny pride anaong women.- , . 

Whea the ftorms of the mountain come;: 
when the north lifts the waves on high ; I 
fit by the founding shore ,. and look on the 
fatal rock. Often by the fetting ipoon I fee 
Ae ghofts of nvy children. Half- vie wlefS'^ 
they walk in mournful conference togethen^ 
Vm ttone of you i|>eak in pity ? They d<^ 
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not regard their ^ther. I am (ad, O Cmnor, 
norfinallmyHcaQieof voci - 

Such vere the words of die hards in the 
days of (bog ; vhen the king heard the ma£c 
of haq>s , and the tales of other times. T^e 
chiefs gadhered from all thdr hills, and heaid 
the lovely (bund. They praifed die voice (i) 
of Cona ! the firft among a thoafimd hards. 
But age is nov^ on my tongue; and my (bul 
has failed. 1 hear , (bmetimes , the gjbc^ 
of bards, and learn dieir pleaianc Coo%* Bat 
memory (ails in my ound ; i hear the call 
of years. They (av , as they pais along , 
why does Oflian mig ? Soon shall he lie in 
the narrow houfe , and no bard shall raife 
his &me. 

Roll on , ye dark-brown years , for ye 
bring no joy on your cour(e. Let the tomb 
open to O/Iian , for his flrengch has fiiled. 
The fons of fong are gone to reft : my 
voice remains , like a blaft , that roars , lone- 
ly , on a fea-furrounded rock , after the 
winds arc laid. The dark mofs whiftlcs there, 
and the diftant mariner fees the waving trees. 

(x) Oifian is romeiimes poetically called the v^icc 

9f C0H4U 
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Pleasant is Ac voice of Ay fong; 

^lou lonely dv^etler of the rock. I( comes on 

(i)This piece, as many more of OfOan's com* 
portions , is addreded co one of the firfl Chriflian 

ni(fioaaries. ^Thc llory of the poem is handed 

down , by tradition , thus.— ^In- the country of 
:he Britons between the walls , two chiefs lired in 
[he days of Fingal , Dunthalroo , lord of Teu« 
tfaa , (tippofed to be the Tweed ^ and Rathmor p 
who dwelt at Clutha , well known to be the ri'-' 
YCt Clyde. — : — Kathmor was not more renowned 
for his geoerofity and hofpiulity , than Dunihalmo 
was infamous for his cruelty and ambition.-^— 
Dunthalmo , through envy , or on account of fome 
private ^uds , which fubfifled between the families , 
murdered Kathmor at a feaft ; but being aftac- 
wards touched with remorfe , he educated the two 
Tons of Rathmor , Calthon and Cohnar , in his 
own houfc. -— !• They gtowii^ up toiQan^s eihte, 
dropped fome hints that they intended to revenge 
the death of their father , upon which Dunthalmo 
shut them up in two caves jon the banks of Teu- ^ 
4)UiiatendiDgio take them off pciva^i/.- 
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the found of the ftream , along the narrow 
vale. My foul awakes , O flraneer ! in the 
midil of my hall. I ilretch my hand to the 
ipear, as in the days of other years. — I 
ilretch my hand , but it is feeble \ and the 
figh of . my boftm ^ows. — Wilt tho^i not 
liften , £bn of the rode , to the fong of OfliaQ ? 
My foul IS full of other times; the joy of 
my youth retuBQS. Tburthe^fun (i) appears 

mal , the daughter of Dimthalmo • who was (e* 
crerly in lo^e with Calthbn- , hcfped hini t# 
n^ake his efcape from ptifon , and fled' wich him 
t6 FiAgal> dfTgiiired Jn the habit of a "young war- 
rior , and implored his aid againft Dunthalmo.— — 
Fiugal fent 0£an with thrfie hundred men , to 

Colmar's relief. Dunthalmo having previoufly 

murdered Colmar , came to a battle with Oflian i 
but he was kil)ed byl.thac hero » and his army to* 
tally defeated. 

, Gikbon married ColMal , fals dclivcret ^ and 
Ofian rettftjttdto Itforyen.. 

<i> ir chatfce the radiahrfoh wiA farewel fwfcet 
* Extend his evening beam , the fields revive » 
The birds dicirnoCef renew, and bleating hetdr 
Atft(k^*iSf joy jtharhlll and vitt!*y Hugsi 

MiLTOM* 

--i-*;il«*ftir fett-sMftie In fuwmci^ff'day $ 
--;^-"^^BI^cn a dreadftil Aorm away is flit • 
Thtougk the beoiad wodd doc^ fpeead hit ^;ofo^f 
rays 
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lathe v^ft^afceritke Aeps^ofrys ^^tx^i&i 
hkyft fhbved: behiad a ftorm )( chd g^eea.liilU 
llftifafir ddinpiieadk.; thfi blue ibeatf^ re^cei 
ia the yale. The aged hero comes focth cnt 
his flaff^ and his gtey hai|: .gUcters ia the 

Doft thou not behold , ion of the rock, a, 
^dld in Oilians hail ? It is. marked with the 
fbok« of battle ; add the, brightpefs of its 
bfofles hs^ failed. That shieM'the^^at Dun* 
thalmo bbre , the chief of ftt^eaniyxcdtha.— 
Piinthalmo bore it in bahle , befor^ he lt)X 
b'y Oifiari's (pear. Liften^, foil of the rock, 
to the talc of other years*— 

. RiElthmoru'asa«hiefofClatiha.>ThefeebIa! 
4xrektnliisJiaU* The gsicesrof Ra^hmof^v^ere^ 
ihnrer clofcidi.his feafl wm always iptread*^ 
Thefdfts of th^ {banger cadde;, ^nd blefledt 
the? generous: chief ofClnthsi. Sard^ raife<{ 
die>(ong» :and touched the harp : and' joy> 
brightened on the face of the mournful.— 
Dimthalnio xxeot y in his pride , und rushed^ 
into the combat of Rathmor^ Tike chief of 
Clutha Overcame : the rage of DuntbafaiHl^ 

At fighc^hcfedf* each bkd diac firs on fpra/ » 
And eVery beaft that to hl^ dth wait Hed ^ 
Cone fort^ aftesh out of their late dirihay , 
/^ to the li^hn life up, their ^ifooping ^tfadw 



VSr CALTHON anJ GOLMAL: 

rt)fe^ — tte cabte , by night, wichr his wat^ 
riors^ and the- mighty Rathmor fell. He fell 
in his halls, vyhetc his feaft was o&en fpread 
f(MP firangerJi— * < 

Colmai- and Calthon*were young , the Cons 
of car-borne Rathmor. They came , in the 
5*oy of youth, into their fatner's hall. They 
behold nim in his, blood, and their burfling 
tears defcend. — The foul of Duntlialmo 
mpltf d , when he law the children of youth; 
he brought them to Alteuth^'s (j) walls; 
they grew in the houte of tlieir foe. -—They 
bent me bow in his piefencel and came forth 
t6 Kis tattles. 

They faw the fallen walls of their fathers; 
lliey faw the green thorn in the hall. Their 
t^ars deCdended in fecret; and, at umes, 
their fices were^ itioornful. Danthalmo beheld 
their grief ^ his daticening (bul defigned their 
death. He ilofed themin two cavcs^ on the 
echoing bariks of Teutha. The fim did not 
come there with Kis beams ; nor the moon 
of heaven by night. The fons of Rathmoc 
remained in darknefs , and forelaw their 
ikath. ^ 

( I ) <A1- tcuthft , or tttthtr Balteutlui , ' tU town of 
Tweed , t|ie name of Dunthalmo's Ccu. Ir is ob- 
fervable , that i&l\ cbe names in this poenif are de- 
rived from the Galic language ; which , as I fa^e 
remarked in a preceding note , is a proof: ibac- ic 
wasxmce-tiic univecfal language of the whole ifland. 

The 
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The daughter of Dunthalmo wept ia 
filence , the feir-haired , blue- eyed Colmal (i). 
Her eye had rolled in fecret on Cahhon j his 
lovelinefs fwelled in her foul. She trembled 
for her vi^arrior; but what could Colmal do > 
Her arm could not lift the (pear ; nor w^s 
the fword formed for her fide. Her white 
breaft nevef rofe beneath a mail. Neither was 
her eye the terror of heroes. Wbat canft thou 
do , O Colmal ! for the falling chief? — Her 
fteps are unequal ; her hair is loofe : her eye 
looks wildly tnrough her tears. — She came , 
by night , to the hall (i) j and armed her 
lovely form in fteel ; the ftcel of a young 
warrior , who fell in the firft of his battles.— 
She came to the cave of Calthon^ and loofej 
the thong from his hands. 

Arife , fon of Rathmor y she (aid , ztiCe , 
the night is dark. Let us fly to the king o( 

(i) Caol-mhal « a woman with finall eye-brows $ 
fmall eyc-btows were a dtilinguishing pate of beauc/ 
in OflSan's time : and he feldom fails 10 give cbein 
to the fine women of his poems. 

(1) That is, the hall where the arms taken from 
enemies were hung up as trophies. OfCan is very ca- 
reful to make his Tories probable ; for he maket 
Colmal put on the arms of a youth killed in his 
firft battle , as more proper for a young woman » 
who cannot be fuppofcd flrong enough to carrf 
tke armour of a full-grown warrior. 

Vot. n. H 
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j5elma (i), chief of fallen Clutha! I am'the 
fon of Lamgal , who dwelt in thy father*5 
hail. I heard of thy dark dwelling in the 
^ave , and my foul arofe. Arife , fon of 
Rathraor , for jthe night is dark, — 

Blefl: voice i replied the chief, comeft thou 
from the darkly- rolling clouds ? for often the 

fhofts of his fathers defccnd to Calthons 
reams » (ince the fun has retired from his 
eyes, and darknefs has dwelt around him. 
Or art thou the fon of Lamgal , the chief I 
often faw in Clutha? But shall I fly to Fingal , 
and Colmar my brother low ? Shall I fly to 
JVlorven , and the hero clofcd in night ? No : 
give me that (pear, fon of Lamgal , Calthoa 
will defend his brother. 

A thoufand warriors, replied the maid, 
ftretch their (pears round car- borne Colmar. 
What can Calthon do againfl a hoft fo great i 
jLet us fly to the king of Morven, he will 
come with batde. His arm is ftretched forth 
fo the unhappy J the lightning of his fword is 
round the weak. — Arife , thou fon of Rath- 
mor ; the shades of night will fly away. 
Pimthalmo will behold thy fteps on the 
£eld, and thou mu(l fall in thy youth. 

The (i J.hing hero rofe ; his tears defcend 
for car -borne Colmar. {ie came wi(h the 
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maid to Selma's hall ; biu he kne\r not that 
it was Colmal, The helmet covcr'd her lovely; 
face; and her breaft rofe beneath the fleel. 
Fingal returned from the chace, and found 
the lovely ftrangers. They v/ere like ivo 
beams of light , in the midA of the hall. 

The king heard the tale'of grief ; and turned 
Lis eyes around. A thoufand heroes half-rofe 
before him ; claiming the war of Teutha. — • 
I came \>/ith my (pear from the hill , and the 
foy of battle role in my bread : for the king 
(poke to O/Iian in the midft of the people. 

, Son of my ftrength , he faid , take the 
(pear of Fingal ; go to Teutha's mighty 
ftream , and (ave the car-borne Colmar. — Le; 
thy fame return before thee like a pleafant 
gale ; that my foul may rejoice over my fon , 
who renews the renown of our fathers. — r- 
OfTian 1 be thou a ftorm'in battle ; but mild 
when the foes are low I — It was thus my 
Fame arofe , O my fon;^-andfe-4l«7tr-fike 
Selma's chief. — Whejn the haughty come to 
my halls , my eyes befhold them not. But my 
^rm is ftretched forth to the unhappy. My 
fword defends the weak. ' 

: I rejoiced in the. wordis iof the king : and 
look ray rattling arms.— Diaran(i) rofe ac 

(i) Diaran , father of that Connal who was um* 
fortunately killed by Crimofa , hixjriiftrcfs. 

Hij 
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xjciY fide, and Dargo (i) king of (pears. — 
Tnrce hund;:cd youths followed our fteps: 

". (i) Dargo , the fon of Collath , is celebrated in ^ 
other poeins by Odian, He is faid to have been 
killed by a boar at a hunting party. The lamen- 
tacion of his miftrcCs , or wife , Mingala , over his 
body , is extant y but whether it is of 0(Can's com- 
pofiiion , I cannot determine. It is generally afcrib- 
ed to him , and has much of his manner -y buc 
fome traditions mention it as an imitation by fome 

later bard. As it has fome poetical merit , I 

have fubjoijied it* 

1 HE fpoufe of Oargo came in tears : for Dargo 
was no more ! The heroes figh over Lartho's chief: 
and what shall fad Mingala do } The dark foul 
vanished like morning mid , before the king of 
ijpears : but the generous ^lowpd in his prefencp 
^ke the morninjg flar. 

Who was the faired and moft lovely ? "Who bur 
CoUath's ftately fon ? Who fat in the midft of 
jhc wife , but Dar^o of tjie mighty deeds I 

Thy hand touched the trembling harp : Thy voice 

t\'as foft as fummer-winds. Ah me ! what shall 

'the heroes fay i for Dargo fell before a boar. Pale 
is the lovely-cheek ; the look of which was £rm in 

danger ! Why haft thou failed on our hills y 

"rliou fairer than the beams of the fun? 
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Ae lovely ftrangers vcrc at my fide. Dun- 
ihalmo heard the found of our approach j he 
gathered the ftrength of Teutha. — He ftoodl 
(oh a hill with his hoft; they were like rocks 
broken with thunder , when their bent trees 
are finged and bare , and the ftreanos of theix 
chinks have failed. 

The ftream of Teurha rolled ^ in its pride ; 
before the gloomy £oq, I fent a bard 16 
Dunthalmo , to o£Fer the combat on the 
plain J but he fmiled in the darknefs of his? 
pride. — His unfettled hoft moved on the hill 5 
like the mountain-doud , when the blafl has 



The daughter ofAdon/ion wasIoVelyin the cy« 
of the valiant 9 she was lovely in their eyes , bur 
the chafe to be the fpoufc of Dargo. 

Sut thou art alone , Mingala ! the night is conv- 
ing vr'iih its clouds y where is the bed oif th/re* 
pofc ? "Where but in the tomb of Dargo ^ 

"Why doft thou lift the ftoiie , O bard ! why doll 
thou shut ihe narrow houfe ? Mingala's eyes ar« 
heavy, bard f She muH fleep with Dargo. 

Laft night I heard the fong of joy in Lartho?i 
ofcy hall. But filence now dwells around my bedt 
Idipgala rcAs with Dargo» 
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enteted' its womb , and fcaccers clie curling 
gloom on every fide. 

They brought Golmar to Teutha^ bank^ 
bound with a thoufand thongs. The chief 
is fad , but lovely , and his eye is on his 
friends j for we ftood ^ in our arms , on the 
oppo(ite bank of Teutha. Dunthalmo came 
w,iih his fpcar , and pierced the hero's fide : 
^e rolled on the bank in his blood , and 
.we heard his broken fighs. 

Calchon rushed into the dream : I bound- 
ed forward on my (pear. Teutha's race fell 
before us. Night came rolling down. Dun- 
thalitio reded on a rock , amidfl an aged 
^ood* The rage of his bbfom burned agaihft 
the car- borne Calibon. — But Calthon ftood 
in his grief ^ he mourned the fallen Colmari 
Colmar flain in youth , before his fame arofe* 

I bade the fong of woe to rife , to footh 
the mournful chief. ; . but he ftood beneath 
a tree , and often threw his (pear on earth. 
;:;~The humid eye of Colmal rolled near in 
afecret tear : she forefaw the fall ofDuur 
ihalmo , or of Clutha s battling chief- 

^ Now half the night had pafTed away. Si- 
lence and darkneis were on the field ; fleep 

Tcfted on the eyes 6£ the heroes : Calthon's 
fettling foul was ftiH.-His eyes were half* 
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dofed ; but the murmur of Teutha had not 
yet Varied in his ear. — Pale , and shewing 
fiis wounds , the. ghoft of Colmar came : htf 
bended his head over the hcr6 y and raifed 
his feeble voice. 

Sleeps the fbn of Rathmor in his might ^ 
and his brother low ? Did we not rile tc^ 
the chafee together , and purfue the dark-* 
ferown hind» ? Colmar was not forgot till 
he fell ; tilt death had blafted his youth. I 
lie paie beneath the rock of Lona. O let 
Calthon rife I the morning comes with ir$ 
beams \ and Dumhalmo will dishonour the 
&llea. 

He pafTed away in hi$ blaft. The lifinj^ 
Calthon faw the rteps of his departure. — He 
riished in the found of his fteel ; and un- 
happy Colmal rofe. She followed her hero 
through night, and dragged her fpear behind. 
-^But when Calthon came to Lona's rock ^ 
he found his fallen brother .-^The rage of 
Jiis bofom rofe , and he rushed among thcf 
foe. The groans of death afcend. They clofe 
aground tfie chief. — He is bound in the midft , 
and brought to gloomy Dunthalmo. — The 
shout of joy aro£e 5 and the lulls of night 
teplied. — 

I darted at the found : and took my fa-> 
tber's fpear. Diaran rofe at my fide -, anki th« 
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youthful flrength of Dargo* We miflTed die 
chief of Clutha , and our fouls were (ad. -— 
I dreaded the departure of my fame j the pride 
of my valour role. 

Sons of Morven , I faid , it is not thus our 
fathers fought. They refted not on the field 
of flrangers, when the foe did not fall before 
them. — Their ftrength was like the eagles 
of heaven ; their renown is in the fong. But 
cur people fall by decrees , and our hmt 
begins to depart. — what shall the king of 
Morven fay, if Offian conquers not at Teutha? 
Rife in your fleel , ye warriors , and follovs^ 
the found of Offian's courfe. He will not 
return , but renowned , to the echoing walls 
of Selma. 

Morning rofe on the blue waters of Teutha 'j 
Colnial flood before me in tears. She told of 
the chief of Clutha: and thrice the fpear fell 
from her hand. My wrath turned againfl the 
Granger ^ for my foul trembled for Cal«! 
thon. 

Son of the feeble hand , I faid , do Teutha'is 
Varriors fight with tears ? The battle is noj 
won with grief; nor dwells the figh in the 
foul of war. — Go to the deer of Ciarmun , 
or the lowing herds of Teutha. — But leave 
thefearms, thou fon of fear J a warrior may 
^fi them in battle.— ^ 
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I tore the mail from her shoulders. Her 
fnowy bread appeared. She bent her red face 
to the ground. — I looked in filence to the 
chiefs. The fpear fell from my hand ; and the 
figh of my bofom roTc^ — But when I heard 
the name of the maid , my crowding tears 
defcended. I blefied the lovely beam of youth , 
and bade the battle move* 

Why , fon of the rock , should Oflian tell 
how Teutha's warriors died ? They are now 
forgot in their land ; and their tombs are noc 
found on the heath. — Years came on with 
their tempefls *, and the green mounds 
mouldered away. — Scarce is the grave of 
Dunthalmo feen , or the place where he fell 
by the (pear of Oflian. — ^^Some gray warrior , 
half blind with age , fitting by night at the 
flaming oak of the hall , tells now my ac- 
tions to his fons , and the fall of the dark 
Dunthalmo. Thefoces ofyojith bendiidelong 
towards his voice ^ furprize and joy burn i» 
their eyes. — 

I found the fon (i) of Rathmor bound tor 
an oak ; my Iword cut the thongs from his 
hands. Arid I gave him the white- bofomed 
Colmal. — They dwelt in the halkof Teuthaj, 
and Oflian returned to Selma* 

(j) Calihon* 

prv. 
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_ ELMA , thy halls are filent. There is no 
found in the woods of Morven. The wave 
tumbles alone on the coafl. The filent beam 
of the fun is on the field. The daughters of 
Morven come forth, like* the bov of the 
shower, they look towards green Ullin for 
the white fails of the king. He had promifeJ 
to return , but the winds of the north arofe. 

Who pours from the eaftem hill , like a 
ftream ot darknefs? It is the hoft of Lathnion, 
He has heard of the abfence of Fingal. Hie 
trufts in the wind of the north. His foul 

(i) Lathmon a Btitish ptince , taking advantage of 
Tingal's abfence in Ireland , made a defccnt on Mofr 
ven , and advanced within fight of Selroa the royai 
palace. Fingal atrived in the mean time , and Lath* 
nion retteatcd to a hill , where his army was fur- 
ptifedby night , and him felf taken piifoncr by Ofliai^ 
2ind Gaul the fon of Morni. This exploit of Gaul 
j;nd O/Iian bears a near refemblance to the beautiful 
cpifodc of NifuSf and Curyalus in Virgil's ninth 
j^nc'id. The poem opens , wiih the firA appearance 
of Fingal on the coall of Morven , an4 ends , it 
may be fuppofed , about noon the next day. Tho 
£r(l paragraph is in a lyric meafore ,' and appears 
to have been fung , of old , to the harp , as 4 
prelude to the narrative part of the po,cm , which if 
in heroic ycrfc^ "j 
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brightens with joy. Why doft thou comcV 
Laihaion ? The inighty are not in Selma. 
VP'hy conjeft thoii v^im thy forward fpcar? 
Will the daughters of Morven fight ? But flop, 
O mighty ftream , in thy courfe I Docs not 
iLathmon behold thefe fails? Why doft thou 
vanish , Lathmon, like the mift of the lake? 
But the fqually ftorm is behind thee ^ Fingal 
purfues thy fteps 1 

The king of Morven ffarte J from fleepv 
as we rolled on the dark-blue wave. He 
ftretched his hand to his (pear , and his heroes 
rofe around. We knew thap he had feen his 
fathers y for they often defcended to his 
dreams , when the fword of the foe rofe 
over the land^ and the battle darkened 
before us. 

Whither haft thou tfed , O wind , (aii the 
Jcing of Morven? Doft thou ruftle in the 
chambers of the fouth , and purfue the sho\i^er 
in other lands ? Why doft thou not come to 
iny fails? to the blue fece pfmy feas?Thc 
foe is in the land- of Morven ^ and the king 
is abfent. But let each bind on his mail , and 
each afluwe his shield. Stretch every (pear 
4>YCt the wave ; let every £word be unsheathed, 
^athmon (r) is before us with his hoftr he 

* (i) It is faid , by tradition ^ that it was thff 
i^clUgcnoe of Lathmon^s wil^oh \ "Com, oc^^^t^- 




A POEM. i8j 

tlat fled (t) from Fineal on the plains of 
Lona. But he returns , like a coUe^ed flream , 
and his roar is between our hills. 

Such were the words of Fingal. We rushed 
into Carmona's bayr Ollian attended the hill ; 
and thrice ftruck his bofly sfhield. The rock 
of Morven replied j and the bounding roe» 
came forth. The foes were troubled in my 
prefence : and coUeftcd their darkened, hoft j 
for I flood , like a doud on the hill , rejoicing 
in tht aiitis of my youth. 

Morni (%) fat beneath a tree, at the roaring 
tl'aters of Strumon (3) : his locks of age are 

cd Fingal't return from Jrdstnd i though OiCan , 
mott poetically , afcribes the caufe of Fihgai*» 
knowledge to his dream. 

(i) He Eludes to a battle whereio Fiogal had de- 
feared lathmon. The occasion of this fiift war » 
between thofe heroes » is told by Oifian in an- 
odier poem , which the tranflator has feen. 

, (1) Mertif ^it chief of a ncntietous tribe , itr. 
the days of Fib^ and his father ComhaL The ; 
la/l mentioned hero was Jdllcd in battle aeainll: 
JMornrs ttihc *, but the valour and condudl otFin- 
gia! reduced rhtfm , at lail , to obedience. ^VTe find 
the cwo heroes perfedly reconcilied in this podm* . 

. ()) StruNmone ^ ftream cf the MIL Here the pro^ 
per dank of a tivulet in the ' Aflghbouthood •£ 
Selma, 
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gray: he leans fonK^ard on his flafF^ voung 
Gaul is near the hero , hearing the battles 
of his youth. Often did he rife , in the fire 
of his loul , at the mighty deeds of Morni, 

The aged heard the found of Oflian's shield-i 
he knew the fign of battle. He ftarted at 
once from his place* His gray hair parted 
on his back. He remembers the adlions of 
other years. My fon , he faid to foir-haired 
Gaul , I hear the found of battle. The king 
of Morven is returned y the fign of war is 
heard. Go to the halls of Strumon, and bring 
his arms to Morni. Bring the arms which 
my father v/ore in his ^ge , for my arnv 
begins to fail. Take thou thy armour , O 
Gaul ; and rush to the firft of thy battles. 
l^et thine armr reach to the renown of thy 
fathers. Be thy courfe ki the field , like the 
eagle's wing. Why shouldft thou fear death , 
my fon ! the valiant fell with fame 5 their 
shields turn the dark ftream of danger away ^ 
and renown dwells on their gray hairs. Doll, 
thou not fee , O Gaul , how the fteps of 
nay age are honoured? Mosni moves forth, 
atid the young meet him', with reverence ,' 
and turn their eyes , Vith fil^nt joy , oh hii 
courfe. But I never fled from danger , F^Y 
fon ! my (word lightened through the d^urk-i 
xiefs of battle. The llranger melted before 
me 'j the mighty were i>lafted in my pw- 
(ence-. *«*"^ - 
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Cjaul brought the arms to Morni : the 
aged warrior covered himfelf with fteel. He 
took the (pear in his hand , which was often 
ftained with the blood of the valiant. He 
came towards Fingal , his Ton attended his 
fleps. The fon of Comhal rejoiced over the 
warrior, when he came in the locks of his 
age. 

King of the roaring Strumon ! faid the 
rifing joy of Fingal j do I behold thee in 
arms , after thy ftrength has failed ? Often 
has Morni shone in battles , like the beam 
of the rifing fun ; when he difperfes the 
florms of the hill , and brings peace to the 
glittering fields. But why didft thou not reft 
in thine age ? Thy renown is in the fong* 
The people behold thee, and blefs the de- 
parture ot mighty Morni. Why didft thou noc 
reft in thine age ? For the foe will vanish 
before Fingal. 

Son of Comhal , replied the chief , the 
(Irength of Morni's arm has failed. I attempt 
to draw the fword of my youth , but it re- 
mains in its place. I throw the fpear , but 
it falls short of the mark 3 and I feel the 
weight of my shield. We decay , like the 
gral? of the mountain , and our ftrength re- 
turns no more. I have a (on , O Fingal ^ his 
foul has delighted in the adlions of Morni's 
youth 3 but his fword has not been lifted 
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flgaiuft the foe , neither has his fanie begun. 
1 come v^ith him to battle ; to dired^ his 
Brin. His renown \&'ill be a fun to my foul, 
m the dark hour of ray departure. O that the 
uanie of Morni were rorgot among the 
people ! that the heroes would only fiiy^ 
« £ehold the father of Gaul ! » 

King of Strurtipn , Fingal repfied , Gaul 
^liall lift the fword In battle. But he shall 
lift it before Fingal 5 my arm shall defend 
Lis youth. But reft thou in the balls of Sel- 
iTia ; and hear of our renown. Bid the harp 
he ftrung ; and the voice of the bard arifc, 
tliat thole who fall may rejoice in their fame ; 
atitl the foul of Morny brighten with glad- 
neft. — O/Han ! thou haft fought in battles: 
the blood of ftrangers Is on thy fpear : fee 
thy courfo be with Gaul in the ftrife 5 but 
depart not from the fide of Fingal ; left the 
foe find you alone ; and your rame fail ar 
once.. 

I faw (t) Gaul in his arms, and my foul 
was mixed with his : for the fire of the battfe 
tras in his eyes I he looked to the foe with 



(1) Oflian fpeakf. The contraft between the old 
and young herocs^ is iUongly marked. The cir« 
cumftance of the laccer's drawing their fwords i* 
*ic1| imagined , and agrees with the impatience of 
ffiung foldiers, jiift cnrcrcd open a^ion. 
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)oyl We fyokt the words of friendship in 
iecrety and the lightning of our fv^ords pour->- 
«d together ; for we drew them behind the 
'Wood , and tried the ilxength of our arms 
t>n the empty air. 

' Night came down on Morven. Fingal (at 
fit the beam of the oafc. Morni fat by his 
Jfide with all his gray waving locks. Their 
difcourfe is of other times , and the adlions 
of their fetherS. Thtee bardS ^ at tinfes , 
fouciied the harp jsind Ujlin was near with 
Jijs fbng. He fung^ of the mighty Comhal ; 
but darknefs gathered ( i ) on Morni's brow^ 
Jie roiled his red eye on Ullin ^ and tht 
Xong . of the bard ceafed. Fingal obferved 
^he aged hero y and mildly (poke. 

. Chief of Strumon , why that darknefs? Let 
jhe days of other years be forgot. Our ia^ 
Ithers contended in battle ; but we meet 
together, at the feaft. Our fwordsare turn- 
.ed on the foes , and they melt before us oat 
ihe field. Let the days ot our fathers be for- 
<got , king of moITy Strumon^ 

(i) Ullin had chofen ill the fubjcft of his fong. 
The darknefs which gathered on MomPs brow , did 
not proceed from any dCflilie he had to Comhal's 
name , though they were foes , but from his fear 
that the fong would aWaken Fingal to rtmembrance 
of the fcucw which had fubfifted of old between 
the families. Fingal's fpeech on this occafion 
abounds with generofity and good feiife* , 
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Kine of Morven , replied the chief, j 
rememDer thy father with joy. He was terri-^ 
ble in battle 5 the rage (i) of the chief w^^ 
deadly. My eyes were full of tears, when 
the king of heroes fell* The valiant fall, 
Fingal , and the feeble remain on the hills. 
How many heroes have pafled away , in the 
days of Mornil And I did not shun tne battle; 
neither did I fly from the Urife of the valiant* 

Now let the friends of Fingal reft 5 fof 
the night is around ; that they may rife , with 
flrength , to battle againft car-borne Lathmon. 
I hear the found of his hoft , like thunder 
heard on a diftant heath. Orfian! and fair- 
haired Gaul I ye are fwift ia the race. Ob- 
ferve the foes of Fingal from that woody 
hill. But approach them not , your fathers 
are not near to shield you. Let not your fame 
fall at once* The valour of youth may failt 

We heard the words of the chief with joy, 
and moved in the clang of our arms. Our 
fteps are on the woody hill. Heaven burns 
with all its flars. The meteors of death fly 
over the field. The diftant noife of the foe 

(i) This expreflion is ambiguous in the original. 
Ic either fignifies chac Comhal killed many in battle, 
or chac he was implacable in his refencmeat. The 
tranflacor has endeavoured co preferve the fame am^ 
biguity in the vet/ion ^ as it v^as probably dcHgaed 
hy the poet. 
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readied our ears. It was then Gaul fpokc, iii 
his valour y his hand half-unsheathed the 
fv^ord. 

Son of Fingal , he faid , why burns the 
foul of Gaul ? My heart beats high. My fteps 
are difordered ; and my hand trembles on my 
fword. When I look towards the foe , my 
foul lightens before me , and I fee their 
deeping hoft. Tremble thus the fouls of the 
valiant in battles of the fpear ? — How would 
the foul of Morni rife if we should rush on 
the foe ! Our renown would grow in the 
fong; and our fteps be flately in the eyes 
of the brave- 

' Son* of Morni , 1 replied , my (bul delights 

In battle- 1 delight to shine in battle alone , 

and to give my name to the bards. But what 

if the foe should prevail j shall I behold the 

eyes of the king ? They are terrible in his 

diiplcafure, and like the flames of death, — 

But I will not behold them in his wrath. 

Odian shall prevail or fall. But shall the fame 

of the vanquished rife? — They pafs away like 

a shadow. But the feme of Ofllan shall rife. 

His deeds shall be like his fathers. Let us 

rush in our arms ; fon of Morni , let us rush 

to battle. Gaul ! if thou shalt return , go to 

Selma's lofty wall. Tell to Evirallin (i) that 

(i) Odian had married her a little time before. 



t90 LATH MO N: 
I fell with fame ; carry this fword to BrannoV 
daughter. Let her give it to Ofcar, when 
the years of his youth shall arife. 

SonofFingal , Gaul replied vith afigh; 
f hall I return after Oflian is low i — w1i2R 
would my father fay, and Fingal king of 
men ? The feeble would turn their eyes and 
(ay , « Behold the mighty Gaul who left 
cchis friend in his blood !» Ye shall not 
behold me , ye feeble , but in the midfl of 
my renown. OHlian! I have heard from my 
father the mighty deeds of heroes j their 
eighty deeds when alone i for the (bul in- 
crcafes in daiiger. . 

Son of Morni , I replied and flrode before 
him on the heath , our fathers shall pi-aife 
our valour, when they mourn our fall. A 
beam of gladnefs shall rife on their fouls, 
when their eyes are full of tears. They will 
fay , cc Our Tons have not fallen like the grafs 
c< of the field , for they fpread death around 
«« them.» — Bur why should we think of the 
narrow houfe ? The fword defends the valiant:. 
But death purfues the flight of the feeble; 
and their renown is not heard. 

We rushed forward throagh night ; and 

The (lory of his courtship of this lady is intro- 
.duced , as an epifode , in the fourth book of PingaU 
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came to the roar of a ftream which bene i:s 
biue courfe round the foe, through trees 
that echoed to its noife; x^e came to th% 
bank of the flream , and faw the fleeping 
hoft. Their fires were decayed on the plain ; 
and the lonely fteps of their fcouts were 
diftant far. I ftretched my fpear before me 
to fupoort my fleps over the ftream. But 
Gaul took my hand , and (poke the words 
c( the valiant. 

Shall (i) the fon of Fingal rush on a 
fleeping foe ? Shall he come like a blaft by 
night when it over-turns the young trees in 
fecret? Fingal did not thus receive his fame , 
nor dwells renown on the gray hairs of 
Morni , for actions like thefe. Strike, O/Tian , 
ftrike the shield of battle , and let their 
thoufands rife. Let them meet Gaul in his 
£r(l battle , that he may try the ftrength of his 

(i) This propofal of Gaul is much more noble , 
and more agreeable to true heroifm , than the be- 
haviour of Ulydes and Diomed in the Iliad , or 
that of Nifus and Euryalus in the i€neid. V^hat 
his valour and generofity fuggeftcd became the foun<. 
4atinn of his fuccefs. For the enemy being dis- 
mayed with the found of Oifian*s shield , which 
was the common (ignal of battle , thought that Fin<- 
gal's whole army came to attack them i fo that 
they fly in reality from an army , not from two 
heroes } w^iiph reconciles the Aory to probabi* 
lit/* 
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My foul rejoiced over the ^p^arrlo^ 
my burfting tears defcended. And rH^ ^ 
shall meet Gaiil, I faid : the fame of l^o/a/ 
fon shall arife. But rush not too far , trx^ jj^^ 
let the gleam of thy ftc^el be near to Oi^c^ 
Let our hands join in flaughter. — GiLti/ /cfof^ 
thou not behold that rock ? Its gray fide di'ml^ 
gleams to the flars. If the foe shall prevail 
let our back be towards the rock. Then shj^^" 
they fear to approach our fpears 3 for death 
as in our hands* 

I ftruck thrice my echoing shield. The 
ftarting foe arofe'. We rushed on in the found 
of our arms. Their crowded fteps fly over the 
heath; for they thought that the mighty Fingal 
came ; and the ftrength of their arms withered 
away. The found of their flight was like that 
of flame y when it rushes through the blalled 
groves. 

It was then the fpear of Gaul flew in its 
flrength : it was then his fword arofe. Cremor 
fell , and mighty Leth. Dunthormo ftruggled 
in his blood- The fteel rushed through 
Crotha's fide , as bent , he rofe on his (pear j 
the black flream poured from the wound, 
hifTed on the half-extinguished oak. Cathmin 
faw the fteps of the hero behind him, and 
aCcended a blafted tree ; but the fpear pierced 
him from behind. Shrieking , panting, he 
fell y mofs and withered branches purfue his 
fall , and flrew the blue arms of Gaul. 

Such 
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Such vere thy deeds , fon of Morni , ia 
tlie firft of thy battles. Nor flcpi the Co/wrd 
by thy fide , thou lad of Fingal's race ! Oflian 
rushed forward in his ftrength , and the people 
fell before him, as the grafi by the daft of 
-the boy J v/hen he whimes along the field , 
and the gray beard of the thlftle falls. But 
carelefs the youch moves on^ his Aeps are 
tovc'ards the delart* 

Gray mornine rofe around us , the winding 
ftreams are bright alone the heath. The foe 
gathered on a hill ; and the rage of Lathmon 
Tofe. He bent the red eye of his wrath : he 
is filent in his rifing grief. He often ftruck 
bis body shield; and his deps are unequal on 
the heath. I faw the didant darkne(s of the 
hero , and I Ipoke to Morni's fon. 

Car-borne (i) chief of Strumon , dod thoti 
behold the foe ? They gather on the hill ia 
their wrath. Let our deps be towards the 
king (i). He shall rife in his drcngth, and 
the hod of Lathmon vanish. Our fame i^ 
around us , warrior , the eyes of the aged (3> 

(i) Car-borne is a tide of honour bedowed p. 
by 0(&an » indtfcriminacelyoii every hero j as every 
chief , in liis time » kept a cbacioc or Ittcei; bf 
way of dace. 

(Ofiogal. 

{%) Fingal andMomi. 

V0L.IL I 
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.will rejoice. But let us fly, foa of Morui* 
Xadunon delcends the hill. 

. Then let our ftcps (i) be flow^, replied 
the fair-haired Gaul 5 left the foe (ay , with 
a fmile « « Behold the warriors of night » 
€c they are, like ghofts, terrible in darknefs, 
« but they melt away before the beam of the 
« eaft. » Oflian , take the shield of Gormar 
who fell beneath thy fpear , that the aged 
heroes may rejoice , when they shall behold 
ih^ actions of their fons. 

Such were our words on the plain , when 
Sulmath {%) came to car-borne Lathmon: 
Sulmath chief of Dutha , at the dark-rolUog 
Aream of Duvranna (3)* Why doft thou not 

( I ) The behaviour of Gaul , throQghout this poeniy 
fs that of a hero in the moft exalted fenfe. The 
madefky of OiHan , concernmg his own anions , if 
not lefs remackable than his impartiality wdth re- 
^rd to <jaul i for ic is well known char Gaul 
afterwards cebdled againft Fingal \ which might be 
fuppofed to have bred prejucQces againft him in 
%he breaft of O0ian. But as Gaul , from an ene* 
my » became Fingal's firmeft friend and greateft 
hero 9 the poet paiTes over one (lip in his conduA t 
on account of liis xnany virtues. 

(i) Suil-mhath» tf man ef good ^t-fighu 

(3) Dubh-bhranna » dark moumaiti'ftream^'Wbu 
river went by this name , in the days of O^n « 
U not eafily afcertained « at this diftance of 
lime. A rircr in Scotland > which falls into the fta 
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msli , fon of Nuath , with a choufand of th^ 
heroes ? Why dofl thou not defcend with thy 
hoft, before the warriors fly ? Their blue 
arms are beaming to the riung light, an^ 
their fleps are before us on the heath* 

Son of the feeble hand , (aid Lathmon i 
shall my hoft defcend I They (i) are but 
two , (on of Dutha , and shall a thou(an({ 
lift their fteel ! Nuath would mourn , in hit 
kail , for the departure of his fame. His eyed 
would turn from Lathmon, when the tread 

at Banff) (HU retains the nameof Duvtan. If jhat 
ft meant 9 by Offian , in this paiTage , Lathmon 
muft have been a. prince of the Pi£Hsh nation , of 
thofe Caledonians vrho inhabited of old the eaileri^ 
coaft of Scotland. 

( X ) Oflian feldom fails to give his herocf § 
though enemies , that genctofity of temper whkb » 
it appears from his poems , was a cbnfpicuous part 
of his own charadlec. Thofe who too much defpUe 
their enemies do not te^cGt , that the more thejf 
take from the valour of their foes , the lefs meric 
they have themfelves in conqucrbg them. Tlie 
cuflom of depreciating enemies is not altogether 
one of the refinements of modem heroifm. Thif 
railing difpofition is one df the capital faults in 
Homet*s charaders , which , by the bye f cannot be 
imputed to the poet , who kept to the manners 
of the times of which he Wrote. Milton has fol* 
^Dwed Homer in this refpeft *, but railing js left 
shocking ia infernal fpirits , who ate the ob)e£ls 
of horror , than in heroes > who ate kt up as pa^ 
(ems of iautacioa* 

' 9 
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0f his feet approacbed. — Qo tbou to tKe 
lieroes, chief of Dutha j for I behold the 
ftately fteps of Oflian. His fame is vfrosthy 
of my fteei j let him fight with Latbmon. 

The noble Sulmath canpie. I rejoiced m the 
words of the kingl 1 raifed the shield on my 
arm ; and Gaul placed in my hand the fvrord 
of Morni. Wt returned to the murmuring 
ilream ; Lathmon xame in his flrength. His 
dark hoft relied, like the clouds, behind him: 
but the £bn of Nuath^as bright in his fleeL 

Son of Fingal , did the hero , thy fame 
has grown on our fall. How many lie there 
of my people by thy hand^ xhou king of 
men! Lift now thy fpear againd l^athmon ; 
and lay the fpn or Nuath low. Lay him low' 
among his people, or-thou thyfeltmuil Bill. 
It shall never be told in my haUs that my 
warriors fell in myprefence; that they feft 
in the prefence or Lathmon when his iword 
rcfted by his (i^e: die blue eyes of Cutha (i) 
would roll in tears^ and her fleps be lonely, 
in the vales of Dunlathmon. 

Neither «hall it be told, i replied , that 
the Ton of Fingal fled. Were his fteps covered 
with darknefi, yet would not OjflSan fly; hi$ 
feul wpuld meet l^m and fay, «Does the 

*'<i) CUcha appetfsto 4iave beea Lacbmon'^ mfc 
cr miftc9(s. •' ' * 
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« haasi of Selma fear the foe ? » No : he does 
not fear the foe. His joy is in the raidfl of 
battle. 

Lathmon came on yith his (pear, aoj 
pierced the shield of Oftian. I feic the cold 
ileei at my fide ; and drev the fword of 
Morni : I cut the (pear in tvain ; the bright 
point fell glittering on the ground. The toa 
of Nuath burnt in his wrath, and lifted high 
his founding shield. His dark eyes rolled 
above it ,as bending forward , it shone like 
a gate of brafs. But Oflian s fpear pierced the 
brightne& of its bofleS , and funk in a tree 
that rofe behind, f he shield hung on the 
quivering lance ;.but Lathmon flill advanced. 
Gaul forefaw the fall of the chief, and flretched 
his buckler before my (v/ord 5 vfhen it de- 
fcended , in a ilream of light over the king 
of Dunlathmon. 

Lathmon beheld the Ton of Mom! , and 
the tear flatted from his eye. He threw the 
fword of his fathers on the ground , and (poke 
the words of the valiant. Why should Lathmon 
fight againft the firft of mortal men ? Youc 
fouls ate beams from heaven ; your fwords 
the flames of death. Who can equal the 
renown of the heroes , whofe a£lions are (b 
great in youth ! O that ye were in the halls 
of Nuath , in the green dwelling of Lathmon ! 
then would my £ither fay^ that his foil did 

I iij 
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not yield to the feeble. — But vf ho comes , 
a mighty flream , along the- echoing heath ? 
The little hills arc troublecT before him , and 
a thoiifand ipirics are on the beams of his 
ileelj the (pirits (i) of thofe v?h6 are to fell 
by the arm of the king of refounding Morven^ 
— Happy art thou, O Fineal i thy fons shall 
fight thy battles ; they Co forth before thee j 
and they return with the fleps of renown. 

Fingal came , in his mildnefs , rejoicing in 
fccret over the adions of his fbn. Momi*s 
face brightened with gltidnefs , and his aged 
eye's looked faiptly . rfirough the tears of joy* 
Ve • came to the hallj of Selma , and (at 
round the feaft of shells. The maids of the 
fong came into our prefencc, and the mildly 
blushing Evirallin. Her dark hair (pread on 
Jher necK of fnow., her eye rolled in fecrec 
on Odlan; she touched the harp of mu(iC| 
and we ble.ffed the Jaughtf r of Branno. 

Fingal rofe inhis place , and Q>oke to Dun** 
lathmon's battling kin^. The fword of Tren-» 
mor trembled by his fide , as he lifted up his 
mighty arm. Son of Nuath , he faid, why doft 
thou fearch for fame, in Morven ? We are not 
of the race of ,ihe feeble j n^r do our fwordj 

(i) It was theugfit , in Oflian's time , tliat eacli 
petfonhad his atcpiK^ing fpirit. The " traditions con- 
ccraii}^ ikit opioioi^ are dark ^d uofatisfaAorf. 
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gleam over the weak. When did we come 
to Dunclathmon , with the found of war > 
Fingal does not delight in battle , though his 
arm is ftrong. My renown grows on the fell 
of the haughty. The lightning of my fteei 
pours on the proud in arms. The battle 
comes ; and tbe tombs of the valiant rife ; the 
tombs of my people rife, O my fethers \ and 
I at lafl mud remain alone. But I will remain 
renowned , and the departure of my foul 
shall be one fbream of light. Lathmon t retire 
to thy place. Turn thy battles to other lands. 
The race of Morven are renowned , and 
cheir foes are the fons of the unhappy* 



I if 
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Darkness iwelU around Dunlatlunoii J 
though the moon shews half her Bice on the 
hill. The daughter of night turns her eyes 
away ; for she beholds the grief that is com- 
ing. — The (on of Morni is on the plain ^^ 
but there is no (bund in the ball. No long^ 



(i) Gaul, the Ton of Morni » atrendeti Lftthmon 
into his own countrjr , after his l:>emg defeated in 
Morven , as related in the preceding poem. He 
-was kindly eatcrcamed by Nuath, the, father of 
Lachmon , and fell in love vfizh his daughtq: Oi-' 

th6na. The lady was no lefs enatnoured of Gaul 9 

and a day was hzed for their marriage. In thd 
mean time Fingal , preparing for an expedition: 
into the country of the Bricbns « fcnt for.OauI. 
He obeyed , and went i but not without promifTng 
to (>ich6na to teturu , if he furyived the war » by 
a 'certain day. — r- Lathmon too was obliged tc 
attend his father Nuach in his wars , and Oirfa6na^ 
was left alone at Dunlathmon » the feat of the 

family. Dunrommach , lord of Utbal , fuppofed 

to t>e one of the Orkneys , taking advanrage of 
the abfence of her'friends , came and carried off^ 
by .force , Oith6aa , who had formerly re|ed<d-iii» 
love , into Tromatlion , a dcfatt iiland ^ where he . 
concealed her in a care* 

' Gaul rettirned on the day appointed ; heard of 
the rape » and failed !• Tcomathon , to revenge 

Ivj 
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ilfeaming (i)beam of light coxnes trembling 
through the gloom. The voice of Oithona (z) 
is not heard amidft the noife of the flreams of 
Duvranna.-^ 

Whither art thou gone in thy beauty, dark* 
Kaired daughter of Nuath ? Lathmon is in the 
£eld of the valiant , but thou didft proniifc to 



l^imfelf on Dunrommath. 'When he landed , he 
£ound Oich6i)a dtifcpnfolace » and refolved not to 

iiiTyivc the lofs of her honoiit. She told him 

the ftory of her misfbrtMnes , and she fcarce end- 
€fi f mhen Dunrommath , y/ixh his followers , ap* 
peared at the further end of the ifiaud. Gaul pre- 
pared to attack him , recommending to Oith6na 
CO retire , till the battle was over. She feemingly 
<)beycd j but she fecretly armed herfelf , rushed 
into the thickeft of the battle , and was mortally 
^wounded.— — Gaul purfuing the flying enemy , found 
fyt ju/l ejppiring on the field : he mourned ovec 
lier f raifed her tomb , and returned to Motven* 
—Thus is the Oory handed down by tradition •, 
nor ^ is it given with any material difference in the 
poem f which opens with Gaul's return to Dunlath- 
3|ion > after the rape of Oithi6oa*^ 

( I ) Some gentle tiiper 
— vifit us 
.^llUtb thy long levelled rule of ftreaming light. 

MltTOM» 

^ U) OI-tb^Aa , thi virgin of the wave. 
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remain in the hall y thou did promi(e to 
remain in the hall till the Ton of Morni 
returned ; till he returned from^trumon ^ to 
the maid of his love. The tear v^as on thy 
cheek at his departure : the figh rofe in fecrec^ 
in thy breaft. But thou dod not come to meet 
him , with fongs , y^ith the Ugbtly-trembling, 
found of the harp.— 

Such were the words of Gaul , when he' 
came to Dunlathmon's towers. The gates were 
open and dark. The winds were blnfterinjf 
in the hall. The trees ftrowed the threshold 
with leaveis ; and the" murmur of night was 
abroad. — Sad and filent , at a rock , the foa 
of Morni fat: his (bul trembled for the maid 9: 
but he knew not whither to turn his courfe. 
The fon (i) of Leth ftood at a diflance , and 
heard the winds in his bulshy hair. But he 
did not raife his voice, for he (aw the forrov 
of Gaul. 

Sleep defcended on the heroes. The yi(ions 
of night arofe. Oith6na flood in a dream , 
before the eyes of Morni's fon. Her dark hair 
was loofe and difbrdered : her lovely eye 
rolled in tears. Blood ftained her fnowy arm. 
fh^ robe hsjf hid the wound of her breaft* 

(i) Morlo , tl?c fon of Lech , is one of Fia- 
gal's itioft famous heroes. He and three other men 
attended 6aul on his expedition to Trom^thon* 
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She ftood over the chief, and her voice wzH 
heard. 

Sleeps the Con of Mor&i, he that was lovely 
in the eyes of Oithona? Sleeps Gaul at the 
diflant rock , and the daughter of Nuath low ? 
The fea rolls round the dark ifle of Troma- 
thon ; I fit in my tears in the cave. Nor do 
I fit alone , O Gaul: the dark chief of Cuchal 
is there. He is there in the rage of his love* 
-^And what can Oithona da? 

A rougher btaf^ rushed through the oak* 
The dream of night departed. Graul took hi» 
afpen fpear ; he Itood it^ the rage of wrath.' 
Often did his eyes turn to the eaft , and accufe 
the laeging light. — At length the morning 
came rorth. The hero liAed up the fail. The 
winds came ruflling froiii the hill , and he 
bounded on the waves of the deep. — On^ 
the third day. arofe Tromathoa (i) , like a 

(i) l^n optA nuitTTA 

'•f «Ti pwoi ft F Sh^hM inrrf. 

HoMiikt Od* V* 180^ 

Then fwell'd to fight Phaeacia's dusky coaft , . 
And woody mountains half in vapours lofl i, 
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blue sUeW ia the midft of the fea. The white 
wave roared againfl its rocks y fad Oithona 
iat on the coaft. She looked on the rolling 
waters, and her tears defcend. — But when 
she faw Gaul in his arms , she Aarted and 
turned her eyes away. Her lovely cheek is 
bent and red ; her white arm trembles by 
her fide. — Thrice she ftrove to fly firom his 
prefence^ but her ileps failed her as she 
wenr. 

Daughter of Nuath , fald the hero, why 
doft thou fly from Gaul ? Do my eyes fend 
forth the flame of death? Or darkens hatred 
in my foul ? Thou art to me the beam of the 
eafl rifing in a land unknown. But thou 
covered thy face with fadnefs , daughter of 
high Dunlathmon ! Is the foe of Oithona 
near ? My foul bums to meet him in battle. 
The fword trembles on the fide of Gaul , and 
longs to glitter in his hand. — Speak , daughter 
of Nuath y dofl thou not behold my tears? 

Car-borne chief of Strumon , replied the 
£ghing maid , why comeft thou over the 
dark-blue wave to Nuath's mournful daughter? 

That lay before him iodiflinA and vaft , 
LiJM a broad shield amid, the wany wafte. 

Tr6m-th6n i htaty or dcep-foundins warCt 
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Why did I not pafs av^ay in fecret , like tKc 
£ower of the rock , that lifcs its fair head 
unfeen , and ftrows its withered leaves on the 
blaft? Why didft thou come, O Gaul, to 
hear my departing fighi I pa£$ avray in my 
youth ; and my name shall not be heard. Or 
K will be heard with forrow , and the tears 
of Nuath will fall. Thou wilt be fad, fon of 
Morni , for the fallen fame of Oithona. But 
she shall (leep in the narrow tomb , far from 
the voice of^ the mourner. — Why didfl thou 
come 9 chief of Strumoa ^ to the iea-beat 
j:ocks of Tromathon? 

I came to meet thy foes , daughter of car* 
borne Nuath! the death of Cuthal's chief dar- 
kens before me y or Morni's fon shall faU.— - 
Oithona ! when Gaul is low , raife my tomb 
on that oozy rock ; and when the dark-bound- 
ing ship shall pafs , call tlie fbns of the (ea ; 
call them , and give this (word , that they may 
carry it to Morni's hall y that the grey-haired 
hero may ceafe to look towards the de&ic 
for the return of his fon. . . . . 

' And shall the daughter of Nuath live , she 
replied with a burfting figh '? Shall I live in 
Tromathon, and the fon a£ Morni low ? My 
heart is not of that rock ; nor my ibul carele6 
as that fea » which Hfts its bind waves to every 
?rind ^ and rolls beneath the &oxm. The ^h& 
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vhidi sbaU lay thee lov" » shall (pread the 
branches of Oithona on earth. We shall wichei 
together, fon of car-borne Momll — The 
narrow^ boufe is plea(anc to me , and the gray 
ftone of the dead: for never more will I leave 
thy rocks , fea-fiirrounded Tromathon I •— > 
Night (i) came on with her clouds, aftec 
the departure of Lathmon , vhen he went 
to the vars of his fathers , to the mofs* 
covered rock of Duthormoth; night came 
^Hy and I fat in the hall, at the beam of 
the oak. Tlie \/ind was abroad in the trees* 
I heard the found of arms. Joy rofe in my 
face^ for I thought of thy return. It was the 
chief of Cuthal, the red-haired ftrength of 
Dunrommach. His eyes rolled in fire : the 
blood of my peoole was on his fword. They 
who defended Oichona fell by the gloomy 
chief. — What could I do? My arm was weak j 
it could not lift the (pear. He took me in my 
grief, amidft my tears he raifed the fail. He 
feared the returning flrength of Lathmon , 
the brother of unhappy Oithona. ' — But 
behold , he comes with his people ! the dark 
wave is divided before him! — Whither wilt 
thou turn thy f^eps , fon of Morni ? Many 
are the warriors of Dunrommath ! 

My fleps never turned from battle, replied 

(i) Oith6na relates bow she was carried away by 
Dunrommath. 



I 
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the hero , as he unsheathed his £Vord ; anj 
shall I begin to fear, Oithona , when thy foes 
are near? Go to thy cave, daughter of Nuath,' 
till our battle ceafe. Son of Leth , bring the 
bows of our fathers ; and the founding qtiiver 
of Morni. Let our three warriors bend the 
yew, OurfelveS will lift the fpear. They are 
an hoft on the lock ^ but our Ibuls are 
ilrong. 

The daughter of Nuath went to the cave t 
a troubled joy rofe on her mind, like the 
red path of the lightning on a ftormy cloud. 
■^ Her foul was lefolved , and the tear 
was dried from her wildly-looking eye. — ' 
Dunrommath flowly approached ; tor he faw 
the fon of Morni. Contempt contradbed his 
face , a (mile is on his dark-brown cheek ; 
his red eye rolled , half-conceal'd beneath 
his shaggy brows. 

Whence are the fons of the fea , began 
the gloomy chief? Have the winds driven you 
to the rocks of Tromathon ? Or come you 
in fearch of the white-handed daughter of 
Nuath? The (bns of the unhappy , ye feeble 
men , come to the hand of Dunrommath.- 
His eye fpares not the weak ; and he delights 
in the blood of ftrangers. Oithona is a beam 
of light, and the chief of Cuthal enjoys it 
in feaet > would thou come on its lovelineis^ 
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like a cloud, fon of the feeble hand I — 
Thou mayft come , bat shah thou return to 
tlic hails oif thy fathers ? 

Doft thou not know ijie , faid Gaul , red- 
haired chief of Guthal ? Thy feet werfe fwift 
on the heath, in the battle of car-borne 
Lathmon 5 when the (word of Morni's fon 

Eur&cd his hoft , in Morven's woody land. 
)unrommath I thy words are mighty , for thy 
warriors gather behind thee. But, do I fear 
theni , fon of| pride ?! am nor of the race of 
the feeble. 

Givl advanced in' his arms ; Duhrommath 
shrunk behind his people. But the fpear of 
Gaul pierced the gloomy chief, and his fword 
ioppedoffhis head, as it bended in death.— ^ 
The fon of Morni shook it thrice by the 
lock ; the warriors of Dunromrfiath fled. 
The arrows of Morven purfued them : reii" 
fell on the mplTy rocks. The rQftJift,|he 
founding fail , and botmd on the echoing 
deep. 

Gaul advanced towards the cave of Oithona. 
He beheld a youth leaning againft a rock. 
An arrow had pierced his lide j and his eye 
rolled faintly beneath his helmet. — The foul 
of Morni's fon is fad, he came and ipoke the 
words of peace. - ^ 
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Can the hand of Gaul heal thee , yomh of 
the mournful brov ? I have fearchec for tLe 
herbs of the mountains \ I have gathered them 
on the fecret banks of their flteams. My hand 
has clofed the wound of the valiant, and 
rhek eyes have blefTed the (on of MorDi. 
Where dwelt thy fathers, warrior? Were 
they of the fons of the mighty ? Sadnefi 
shall come , like nighty on thy native Aream$} 
for thou art fallen in thy youth. — 

My fathers , replied the flranger , were 
of the fons of the mighty ; but they shall 
not be (ad \ for my fame is departed like 
morning mill.. Hign walls rife on the banks 
-of Duvranna y and fee their mofly towers in 
the flream ; a rock afcends behind them with 
its bending firs. Thou mayfl behold, it far 
diftant. There my brother dwells. He is 
renowned in battle : give him this glittering 
lielmet. 

The helmet fell from the hand of Gaul ; 
for it was the wounded Oithona* She had 
armed herfelf in the cave , and came in fearch 
of death. Her heavy eyes are half clofed j 
ihe blood pours from her fide. — 

) Son of Morni , she faid , prepare the narrow 
tomb. Sleep comes , like a cloud, on my 
ioul. The eyes of Oithona are dim. O had 
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I dvelc at Davranna , ia the bright beam of 
my famei then had my years come onxK'ith 
|oy ; and the virgins v^ould blefs my fleps. 
But I fall in youth , fon of Morni , and my 
father shatl blush ia his h^L — 



She fell pale on the rock of Tromathon. 
The mournfiil hero raifed her tomb. — He 
^ame to Morven ; but we faw the darknefs 
of his foul. Ofliian took the harp in the praife 
of Oithona. The brightnefs of the face of 
Gaul returned. But his (igh rofe , at times , 
in the midd of his friends , like blafls that 
shake their un&e(}uent wings^ after th^ ilbormy 
v^nds are laid. 
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^T was the voice of my love ! few are hi§ 
vifits to the dreams of Malvina ! Open youc 
jury halls , ye fathers of mighty Tofcar I Uii- 
fiolcl the gates of your clouds y the (leps of 
Malvina's departure are near. I have heard a 
voice in my dream. I feel the fluttering off 

(i) Malvina the daughter of Tofcar is over- heard 
by OlHan lamenting the death of Ofcar her lover. 
KXnan g to divert her grief , relates his own a&ion» 
in an expedition which he undercook $ at Fingal't 
command , to aid Crothar the petty king of Cro« 
ma » a country In Ireland , againft Rothmar who in* 
vaded his dominions. The ffory is delivered dowa 
thus 9 in tradition. Crothar king of Crotua being 
blind with age « and his fon too young for t^e 
£eld y Rothmar the chief of Tromlo refolved t<» 
avail himfelf of the opportunity o£fered of annex« 
ing the dominions of Crothar to his own. He ac« 
cordifl^ty nurcbed into the country fub)e£b to Cro* 
thar , but which he held of Arth or Artho , wh0 
%vaf 9 at the time « fupreme king of Ireland* 

Crothar being f on account of his age and blind* 
ilefs , unfir for adion , fent for aid to Fingal king 
of .Scotland ; who ordered his fon OflSan to the 
telief of Crothar. But before his arrival » Fovar-gor* 
ino , the fon of Crothar , attacking Rothmar , 
was (lain himfelf > and lus forces totally defeated* 
Offian renewed the war's came to battle , killed Roth« 
mar , and routed his army. Croma being thus de« 
litered of its eneouet^ OififUk returned to ScQtlaa^ 

Voi.IL IK. 
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my foul. Why didft thou come , O blaft , 
from the dark- rolling of the lake ? Thy. 
(uftling v'ing v^as in the trees , the dream of 
Malvina departed. But she beheld her love., 
when, his robe of mid flew on the wind; the 
beam of the fun was on his skirts , they 
glittered like the gold of the ftranger. It was 
the voice of my love I few are his vifits to my 
dreams i 

• But thou dwellefl in the foul of Malvina, 
fon of mighty OiHan. My fighs arife with 
the beam of the e^ift ; my tears defcend with 
ihe drops of night. I was a lovely tree, in 
thy prefence, Ofcar, with all my branches 
round me ; but thy death came like a blaft 
from the defart, and laid my green head low; 
the (pring returned with its showers , but no 
leaf of mine aro(e. The virgins faw me (ilenc 
in the hall , and they touched the harp of joy. 
The tear was on tne cheek of Malvina : the 
iirgins beheld me in my grief. Why art thoa 
fad , they faid ; thou firft of the maids of 
Lutha? Was he k>vely as the beam of the 
morning » and fUtely m thy fight? 

Pleafant is thy fong in Oflian's eatydaugh* 
ter of dreamy Lutha 1 Thou haft heard the 
mufic of departed bards in the dream of thy 
f eft , when fleep fell on thine eyes , at the 
oiurmur of Morutli (x). When thou didft 

( 1 ) liot'*rutb » gnat JlriMau 
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return from the chace , in the day of the fiin ^ 
thou hail heard che mufic of the bards , auj 
thy fong is lovely. It is lovely , O Malvina, 
but it melts the foul. There is a joy in grief » 
when peace dwells in the breafl of the fad» 
But forrow waftes the mournful, O daughter 
of Tofcar , and their days are few. They fall 
away » like the flower on which the fun looks 
in hi< ftrength after the mildew has palTed over 
it , and its head is heavy with the drops of 
night. Attend to the tale of Offian, O maid i 
he remembers the days of his youth. 

The king commanded ; I raifed my fails p 
and rushed into the bay of Croma ; into Cro* 
ma's founding bay in lovely Innis-fail (i). 
High on the coaft arofe the towers of Crothac 
king of fpears ; Crothar renowned in the 
tattles of his youth; but age dwelt thea 
around the diief. Rothmar raifed the fwor J 
againfl the hero; and the wrath of Fingal burn-* 
ed.Hefent Oflian to meet Rothmar in battle^ 
for the chief of Croma was the companioii 
of his youth. 

I fent the bard before me with (bngs ; f 
came into the hall of Crothar. There (at the 
bero amidfl the arms of his Others , but his 
eyes had failed. His gray locks waved around 

(i) TiadS'fi'd p one of the ancient names of Xfe« 
Uad» 
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a ftaff y on \rhjch the warrior leaned. He 
bummed the fong of other times , when the 
found of our arms reached his ears. Crothar 
ro(e , flretched his aged hand , and blei&d 
che Ton of FingaL 

Offian ! faid the hero , the ftrength of 
Crothar's arm has fuled. O could I lift the 
fvord , as on the day that Fingal fought at 
Strutha ! He was the firft of mortal men ; 
but Crothar had alfo his fame. The king of 
Ifloryen praifed me , and he placed on my 
arm the body shield of Calthar , whom the 
bero had flain in war. Doft thou not behold 
it on the wall , for Crothar's eyes have failed? 
Is thy ftrengthy like thy fathers, OfCanMeC 
the aged feel thine arm* 

I gave my arm to the king ; he feels it 
t^ith his aged hands. The figh roCc in his 
breaily and his tears defcended. Thou art 
firongy ray fon, he faid, but not like the king 
of Morven. But who is like that hero anibog 
the mighty in war !^ Let the feaft of my hal5 
be (pread j ^nd let my bards raife the (bng. 
Great is he that is within my walls , ions of 
echoing Cromaj 

The fes^ IS fpread. The harp i$ heard ; 
end joy is in the hall. But it was joy covering 
a iigh, th^t darkly dwelt in every breaft.If 
iras Ukc the &ini beam qC^Uc moon fprea^ 
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•n a cloud in heaven. At length the mafic ^ 
ceafed , and the aged king of Croma (poke ; 
he (poke without a tear, but the figh fweUed 
in the midfl of his voice* 

Son of Fingal ! doft dion liot bekold the 
idarknefs of Crothat's hall of shells ? Mj foul 
was not dark at the feaft , when my people 
lived. I rejoiced in the prefence of Grangers » 
when my fon shone in the halL But, OSizn » 
lie is a beam that is departed , and left no flreak 
of light behind. He is &Ilen , (on of Fingal » 
in the battles of his father. — Rothmar the 
chief of gralTy Tromlo heard that my eyci 
bad failed ; be heard that my arms were fixed 
in the hall, and the pride of his foul arofe. 
He came towards Croma ; my people fell 
before him. I took my arms in the hall , buc 
what could fightlefs urothar do ? My ^ept 
were unequal ^ my grief was great* I wished 
for the days dbat were jpafl. Days ! wherein 
I fought ; and conquered m the field of blood* 
My (on returned^ from the chace; the fair- 
haired Fovar-gormo (i). He had not lifted 
his fword in battle , for his arm was young« 
But the foul of the youth was great ^ the fire ' 
of valour burnt in his eyes. He faw the difbr- 
dered fteps of his father , and his figh arofew 
King of Croma y he (aid , is it becaufe thoa 
halt no fon ^ is it for the weaknels of Fovart 

(i) Faobhat'Sona ^ ih€ him point of ftedt 



*iir C R O M A s 

^ormo's arm that thy fighs arife ?I begin, my 
£nhery to fed the Axeogth of my arm ; I 
have drawn the ftf^ord or my youth" j and 
I have bene the bow. Let me meet this 
Rothmar, w'lth the youths of Croma : let mc 
meet him , O my father ^ for I feel my burn* 
ing foul. 

And thou shalt meet him , I faid » Con of 
tbe (ightlefs Crothar ! But let others ad« 
vance before thee » that I may hear the tread 
of thy feet at thy return •, for my eyes bc- 
liold thee not , fair-haired Fovar-gormo !— 
He went , he met the foe ; he fell. The 
fee advances towards Croma. He who flew 
my Ton is near , with all his pointed (pears* 

It IS not time to fill the shell , I replied » 
and took my (pear. My people faw the 
fire of my eyes , and they rofe around. All 
eight we urode sdong the heath. Gray morn- 
ing rofe in the eaft. A grepn narrow vale 
appeared before us ^ nor did it want its 
blue (Iream. The dark hofl of Roth mar "are 
on its banks , with all their glittering arms* 
* We fought alone the vale ; they fled ; Roth- 
mar funk beneath my fword. Day had not 
defccnded in the weft , when I brought his 
arms to Crochar. The aged hero felt them 
•"ithhis hands 3 and joy brightened in his fouL 

IThe people gather to the hall ^ the (ound 
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of Ac shells is heard. Ten harps are flrung i 
five bards advance , aad fing , by turns (i;\ 

(i) Thofe extempore compoficions were in gteat 
tepuce ambng fucceeding bards. The pieces extant 
ct that kind shew more of the good ear , than 
of the poetical genius of their authors. The tran^ 
lator has only met with one poem of this fort 9 
which he thinks worthy of being preferved. It is a 
thoufand years later than Offian , but the authors / 
feemto have obferved his manner , and adopted 
fome of his exprcffions. The ftory of it is this* 
Five bards , paffing the night in the houfe of a chie^ » 
who was a poet himfclf, went feverally to make 
their obfervations on , and returned with an ex- 
tempore defcription of » night. The night hap- 
pened to be one in .Ofbober » as appears from tht 
poem i and in the north of Scotland , it has all 
that variety which the bards afcribe to it j ih their 
defcriptions« 



N. 
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f IGHT is dull and dark. The cloudf reft oft 
the hills. No iUr with green trembling beam ; no 
moon looks from the sky. I bear the blafl in the 
wood ; but I heat it diClant far. The ftream of 
the valley murmurs y but its murmur is fullen and 
fad. From the tree at the gtave of the dead thd 
long-howling owl is heard. I fee a dim form on 
the plain !— It is a ghoft ! — it fades — ic 
ilies. Some funecal shall pad this way : the mcccoc 
marks the path* 

The diiUnt dog is howliag fiom the hut of cfai 

K iy 



I 
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ihc praife of Offian ; they pourcJ forth ttcit 
baroing fouls ,aad the harp aafwered to theif 

iiill. The Aag Uet on the mountain^mofs : the hui4 
is ac bh Cidc. Sbe bears the wind in his btancbf 
lx>rns. She &Mm , but lies again. 

The roe is in the clefc of the rock | the heath<* 
jock's head is beneath his wing. Ko beaft , no bird 
as abroad , but the owl and tlie howling fox. Sha 
on a IcafleCs tree : he in a cloud on the hilU 

Dark , panting « trembling » (ad the traveller hai 
loft his way. Through shrubs » through thorns « he 
goes, along the gurgling rill. Heiears the rock andchb 
fen. He fears the ghofl of night. The old tree groans 
to the blaft ; the falling branch refounds. The wind 
drives the withered burs , clung together > along 

the grafs. It h the tight tread of a ghoft * ^Ht 

crembles amidft the night. 

Dark , dusky , howling is night » cloudy , windy , 
and full of ghoAs ! The dead are abroad ! mv 
fiends , receive me from the night. 

SECOND BARD. 

The wind is up^. The shower defcends. The fpiris 
of the mountain shrielu. NToods, iall from liigh* 
Windows flap. The growing tiver roars. The tra^ 
pellet attempts thejbtd. Hack tj^t shrieki he dies : 
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^oice. The joy of Croma was great: for peace 
recurned to the land. The night came on 

— -«The Aorm drires the horfe firom the hill » the 
goit 9 the lowing cow. They tremble as dxiyes (he 
•bower , befide the naouldering bank* 

The hunter ftarts from ileep > in his lonely hot \ he 
Walces the fire decayed. His wet dop fmoke aroand 
Slim. He fills the chinks with heath. Loud rosic 
two mountaia-ftieams which meet befide his booth* 

Sad on the iide of a hiS the wandering shepherd 
£ts. The tree refounds above him. The (Iream roan 
^wn the rock. He waits for tlie ri£ng moon t« 
^uide him to bis homt. 

Ghofls ride on the ibrm to-night. Sweet ii thtk 
Toice between the f^ualli of wind. Tlieir fongs ax« 
•f other worldf. 

. The rain it pad. The dry wind blows. Scr^a]a 
ffoaTf and windows flap. Cold drops &11 from tht 
soof. I fee the Aarry sky. But the showei: gathert 
again .'Tlie weft is gloomy and dark. Night is ftor« 
' way and difmal i, receive me , my fiieuds « 6019 
ipigbt. 

THIRD BAHDw 

The wind ftill founds between the hills s and 
fihiftlci tbcougb the.grafi' of the cock, The fy$ Ut 
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^'ich filence,an<l the morning renirn^^,^ 
joy. No foe came in darknefs , with Ixjs gS 

from their place. The turfy hut it torn. The clouds 
divided » fly over the sky , and shew the burning 
ilart. The meteor , token of death * flies fparklin^ 
through the gloom. It refts on the hill. I Ibe the «t^ 
thered fern « the dark-browed rock , the fallen oak. 
Virho is that in his shrowd beneath the tree , by 
the ftream) 

The waves dark-ramble en die lake > and lash 
its rocky fides. The boat is brimful in the cove ; 
the oars on the cocking tide. A maid fits fad be* 
fide the rock y and eyes the rolling Aream. Her 
lover promifed to come. She faw his boat » when 
yet it was light » on the lake. Is this his broken boa 
•n the shore ^ Are thefe his g^roans on the whid f 

Hark ! the hail rattles around. The flaky (now 
defcends. The tops of the hills are white. The iAor- 
toy winds abate. Various is the night and cold % 
fcecesve me^ my Iriends , from night* 

YOURTH BAKD. 

Kight is oJm and fatf ; bhie , flarry^fectled U n%iit« 
The winds > with the clouds , are gone. They fink 
Wfaind the hiil. The moon is up on the mountain* 
Tnes glitter % iftccams ifainc oa the rock» Bcighc 
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tenng (pear. Thfc joy of Cromavas greats 
for the gloomy Rotnmar was fallen. 

jrolls the rectlcd lake } bright tbe^Aream of thf 

'▼*lc. 

I fee the trees ovemirned ; the shocks of corn 
on the plain. The wakeful hind rebuilds the shocks « 
And whiftlcs on the diflant £eld» 

Calm 9 fettled, fair Is night!-** ^OTho comes 
from the place of the dead ? That form with the 
robe of fnow i white arms and dark-brown hair ! 
it is the dflughcer of the chief of the people ; she 
that lately fell. Come t let us view thee , O maid I 
thou that haft been the delight of heroes I The 
blafl driyes the phantom away i white , without fotm^ 
it afcends the hill. 

' The lireezes drive the blue mill » (lowly oret 
the narrow Vale. It rifes on the hill , and joins 

its head to heaven. • Night is fettled , calm , 

blue t ftarry , bright with the moon. Receive me 
not » my friends 9 fpr lovely is the night. 

FIFTH BARD. 

Night is calm » but dreary. The moon is In i 
cloud in the weft. Slow moves that pale beam 
along the shaded hill. The diffant wave Is he^d. 
%be torrent murmurs 00 the rock. The cock Is heari 
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I raifed my voice for FoTar-^ormo , vhe* 
they laid the dbief in earch. The aged Qo« 



(tern the booth. Mote than %alf the night 1$ paft« 
The houfc'wifc , groping in the gloom , rekiihH« 
the fettled fire. The hunter thinks that day ap- | 
proaches » and calls his bounding dogs. He afccndl 
the hill and whiftles on his way. A blaft remoTci 
ikt cloud. He fees the ftarry plough of the nottIi# 
Much of the jiighc is to pa(s. He oodt bf the 
mofly roclc* 

Hark I the whittwind Is in the wood t A 1b« 
murmui: in the vale ! It is the mighty army of thf 
dead remroing from the ait* 

The moon refts behind the hill. The beam is ftill 
OQ that lofty rock. Long ate the shadows of the 
trees. Now it is dark over all. Night is dreary » iilent y 
iiid dark i receive me , my friends > from night* 

The C H I E r. 

Xee clouds reft on the hills: (pirlts fly^aik^Cti: 
irellers fear. Let the winds of the woods atifey the 
founding ftorms defcend. Koar ftreams and win- 
dewi flap » and green winged meteors fly ; rife the 
f ale modn fi-om behind her hills » or indofe be^ 
liead in clouds } night is alike to me , blue , ilormy f 
pi §^09mj the tkj. Night 0k$ before the beam i 
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iktt vas there , but his %h' was not heard* 
He fearchedfor the wound of his fon , and 
found it m his breafl* Joy rofe in the £ice 
of the aged. He came andijpoke to Offianw 

King of (pears I he faid , my fon has not 
fallen without his £une. The young varriot 
(did not fly ^ but met death , as he went 
forward in his ilrength. Happy are they who 

frhen it«i9 poured on tbe hill. The young day rer 
curns from his doudt , buc we return no* more, . 

"Vrhere arc ourchitfi of old? Where our king* 
of mighty name ! The fields of their battles are 
£Ient. Scarce their moiTy tombs remain. Wc shall 
alfo be forgot.' This lofty houfe shall iall. Our font 
shall not behold the ruins in grafs. They shall ask 
of the aged p « \rhete flood the vraUs of ouc 
Others im 

S^aife the fong f and Arike the harp s fend round 
the shells of joy. Sufpend a hundred tapers on high» 
Touths and maids begin the dance. Let fome gray 
bard be near me to tell the deeds of other times i 
of kings renowned in our land , of chiefs we be- 
tx>ld no more. Thus let the night pafs until morn- 
ing shall appear in our halls» Then let the bow b^ 
at hand , the dogs , the youths of the chacc. Ve 
thall afceod the hill with day i and awake %lm 
<Iccri 
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iic in youch , vhen their renovQ is beard! 
The feeble will not behold them in the 
hall ; or (bile at their trembling hands. Their 
memory shall be honoured in the fong;che 
young tear of the virgin fells. But the aged 
wither away, by degrees, and the fame of 
their youth bMCgins to be forgot. They fall 
in fecret ; the ugh of .their fon is not htzrL 
Joy is around theit tomb ; and the flone 
of their feme is placed without a tear. Happy 
•re they who die' in yoath , when m^ 
jenown is around (heta i 
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BERRATHON(i): 
A P O E M. 

ijEND thy blue courfe • O ftream , tontii 
the narrow plain of Lutha (i). Let the green 

(i) This poem is reputed to have been com* 
pofed by Oflian , a litde time before his death } 
and confequencly it is Icnown in tradition by no 
other name than OJpan's laft hymn. The tranflatoc 
Jbas taken the liberty to call it Berrathon \ (lomiYiz 
cpifode concerning the re'eftablishment of Latth* 
jnor king of that ifland , after he had been de* 
throned by his own fon Uthal. Finga! in b's voyage 
CO Lochlin [ Fing' B. III. ] , whither he had been 
invited by Starno the father of Agandecca « fo often 
jnentioned in 0(fian*s poems y touched at Berrathon« 
an ifland of Scandinavia, where he was kindly en* 
tertained by Larthmor the petty king of the place , 
«vho was a vaffal of the fupreme kings of Lck:hlin. 
The bofpitality of Larthmor gained him Fingal't 
j&ieodship , which that hero manifefted 9 after the 
imprtfonmenc of Larthmor by hit own fon , by 
fending O^n and To(car , the father of Malvi- 
na fo often mentioned , to refcue Larthmor , and 
to punish the unnatural behaviour of Uthal. Uthal 
was handfome to a prpverb , and confequentlf 
much admired by the ladies. Nina-thoma the beau- 
tiful daughter of Torth6ma , a neighbouring prince , 
fell in love and fled with him. He proved uncon- 
ftant ; for another lady , wbofe name is not men- 
tioned 9 gaining Ms aflfe^ons , he con€ned Nina* 
thoma CO a dcferc ifland near the coaft of Berra* 
thon. She v^as relieved by 0(fian , who ^ in com- 
-pany wicb Tofctr ^ landing on Berratbon , defeated 
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voods Hang over it from their mountains: 
and the fun look on it at noon. The tliidle 
is there on its rock , and shakes its beaid 
to the wind. The flower hangs its heavy 
head , waving , at times , to £e gale. Why . ^ 
doft thou awake me , O gale , it feems » ^ 
fsLVy I am covered with the drops of heaven! l 
'^ e time of my fading is near , and the ^ 

« 

the forces of Uthal » and killed bim in a fiosk 1 
con^bat. Nica-tboma » whofe love ooc all the bad 
behaviour of Uthal could erafe , bearing of hk 

death ^ died of grief, tn the mean time lAnh- ^ 

mor is rWlored , and oMan and Tofcac temad ' tb 

in triumph to Fingal.* ol 

The prefent poem opens iwith an elegy oo the ^' 
dearh of Maivina the daughter of Tofcar , and i^ 
clofes with prefages of the poet's death. It is al« — 
moft altogether in a lyric meafure , and has tlac J5 
melancholy air which diiHnguisbes the remains of the 
works of Oflian. If ever he compofed any rhing oft 
siierry turn , it is long (ince loft. The ferious and me* 
lancholy make the nioft lafting impreflions on the fl 
liuraan mind , and bid faireft for being tranfmitted c 
from generation to generation by tradition. Mot j 
is it probable that Ollian dealt much in chearfil 
compofidon. Melancholy is fo much the companiott 
of a great genius , that it is difficult to feparate ' 
the idea of levity from chearfulners , in^bicb is fome- 
tiroes tlie mark of an amiable difpofition 9 but 
never the chara£^eriftic of elevated parts* 

(a) Lutha , fwtfi Jiream. It is impoflible , at thk 
-diflance of time, to afcertain wliere the fcenebeie 
^lefcribed lies< Tradition is filent on that head 1 and 
there is nothing in the poem fr^lB vvbicb a wit 
je&utc can be dia.itiu 
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Maft tliat shall fcatter my leaves. To-morrov 
shall the traveller come ^ he that Caw me in 
sny beauty shall come ; his eyes will fearch 
the £eld , bat they will not find me. — So 
shall they fearch in vain , for the voice of 
Cona , after it has failed in the field. The 
hunter shall come forth in the morning » and 
the voice of my harp shall not be heard. 
<i Where is the (on of car-borne Fingal } » 
The tear will be on his cheek. 

Then come thou , O Malvina (i), with all 
thv mufic , come ^ lay Offian in the plain 
of^Lucha : let his tomb rife in the lovely 
field. --Malvina ! where art thou , with thy 
fbngs : with the foft foiihd of thy ftieps } 
— h^on (i) of Alpin , art thou near ? where 
is the daughter of Tofcar } 

I paflcd , O Con of Fingal » by Tar-lutha*s 
fnofly walls. The fmoke of the hall was 
ceafed : filence was among the trees of the 
hill. The voice of the chace was over. I (aw 
the daughters of the bow. I asked about Mal-> 
viaa , but they anfwered not. They turned 

(i) Mal-mhinA ffofi or lovely brow, Mh in the 
Galic .language has the fame UMind with v ia £iig« 
Itsh. « 

(i) Tradition has not handed down the name 
of this fon of Alpia His father was one of Fingal't 
principal bards , and he appeaii himfeif co have had 
a poetical gcniiis. 
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their faces away : thin darknefs covered Acif 
beaacy. They vere like ftars , on a rainy 
lill , by night , each looking faintly througii 
ber miit* 

PIcafant (i) be thy reft, O lovely beam! 
foon haft thou fet on our hills i The fteps of 
thy departure were ftately , like the mooa 
on the blue , trembling wave. But thou haft 
left us in darknefs, firft of the maids of Lutha! 
We fit , at die rock , and there is no voice ; 
no light but the meteor of fire ! Soon haft 
thou fet y Malvina » daughter of genexoui 
Tofcar J 

But thou rifeft like the beam of the eaft; 
among the (pirits of thy friends, where they 
fit in their ftormy halls ^ the chambers of the 
thunder. — A cloud hovers over Cona: its 
blue curling fides are high. The winds are 
beneath it , with their wings ; within it is 
the dwelling (x) of FingaL Theie the hero 

fi) Oflian fpeaks. He calls Malvina a beam of 
light 9 and cOnciniies cfae meuphoc throughout (h* 
paragcaph. 

<%) The defcriptfon of this ideal palace of Ra* 
gal is very poetical » and agreeable ro the norioHI 
of. thofe times , concerning the flace of the de« 
ceafcd , who were fuppofed to purfuc ^ after dearb, 
•^e pleafures and employments of their former life. 
The ficuation of OmaU hctoes m thcic fepaiacf 
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jfits m <!arkne(5 ; his airy (pear is in his hand. 
His shield half covered v^ich clouds , is like 
the darkened moon ; when one half fUI! 
remains in the wave, and the other looks 
fickly on the field. 

His friends fit around the king, on mi(^; 
and hear the fongs of Ullin : he ftrikes the 
half-viewle(s harp; and raifes the feeble voice. 
The leffer heroes , with a thoufand meteors, 
light the airy hall. Malvina ri(es, in the niidfl; 
a blush is on her cheek. She beholds the 
^unknown faces of her fathers, and turns afide 
her humid eyes. 

Art thou come fo foon, faid Fingal,* 
iauehter of generous Tofcar ? Sadnefs dwell* 
in the halls of Lutha. My aged Ton (i) is fad. 
I hear the breeze of Cona, that was wont 
to lift thy heavy locks. It comes to the hall , 
but thou art not there ; its voice is mournful 
Jimong the arms of thy fathers. Go with thy 
ruftling wing, O breeze i and figh on Mal- 
Yina*s tomb. It rifes yonder beneath the rock, 

itate , if not entirely happy , is more agreeable , 
Chan the notions of the ancient ',Greeks concerning 
gheic departed heroes* See Horn. OdytC. 1. ii. 

* (j) OflSan 5 who had a great friendship for MaJ- 
Vina , both on account of her love foe his fon 
Ofcir, and hei acteaclon to his own poems. 
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at the blue dream of Lucha. The maids (i) 
aire departed to their place ^ and thou alone , 
O breeze » mourneft there. 

But who comes from the dusky weil, fup 
ported on a cloud? A fmile is on his gray, 
watry face ; his locks of mifl fly on the wind : 
he bends fopjf'ard on his airy k>ear : it is thy 
father , Malvina I Why shinefl thou , fo foon , 
on our clouds, he (ays, O lovely light o£ 
Lutha! — But thou wert fad , my daughter, 
for thy friends were pailed away. The foos 
of little men (i) were in the hall ; and none 
remained of the heroes , but Oflian king of 
^ears. 

And dofl thou remember Oflian, car-borne 
.Tofcar (3) fon of Conloch ? The battles of oat 

(i) That is« the young virgins ivho fung thefu* 
Aeral elegy over her comb. 

(1} 0(fian » by way of difrefpeft , calti thofe f 
ivho fucceeded the' heroes whofe a£lions he cele* 
bratei , thi Jons of little men. Tradition is entirely 
filent concerniog what failed in the north 9 im- 
mediacely after the death of Fingal and all his 
heroes ; but it appears from that term of ignomi- 
ny juft meotionea » that the a£bions- of their (uc« 
ceflbrs were not to be compared to tbofc of the 
renowned f ingaliant* 

(5) Tofcar was the fon of that Conloch ,^ who 
was alfo father to the lady , whofe unfortunate deack 
is related in the lad epifode gf the fccond book 
of JFingalf 
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youth were many ^ our fvrords vrent together 
to the field. They (aw us coming like two 
falling rocks ; and the fons of the fhanget 
fled. There come the ve^arriors of Cona , they 
iaid^ their fteps are in the pat;hs of the 
vanquished. 

Draw near, fon of Aloin, to thefongof 
the aged. The adious of other times are ia 
my foul : my memory beams on the days 
that are pad y on the days of the mighty 
Tofcar, when our path was in the deep. 
Draw near , fon of Alpin ^ to the iaft found ( i ) 
of the voice of Cona. 

The king of Morven commanded , and I 
taifed my fails to the wind. To(car chief of 
Lutha flood at my fide , as I ro(e on the dark«<» 
blue wave. Our courfe was to (ea-furrounded 
, Berrathoa (t) ,. the ide of many ftorms. There 
dwelt, with his locks of ^e, the ftately 
ftren^h ofLarthmor. Larthmor who (pread 
the KdA of shells to Comhal's mighty fon^ 

(i) Oflian Teems to intimate by this erpreflton « 
that thif poem was the laft of his compoilcioQ ; 
fo that there is fome foundation for the uaditio* 
aal cicle of thl Lifi hymn of Offian. 

(i) Barrath6a, A promont&ry in the ndift ofwiavet* 
. The poet gives it the epithet of fea-furrounded , 
to prevent its being taken for a penlnfula in the 
Uteral fenfe. 
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tf^hen he went to Starno's halls , in the iirt 
of Agandecca. But when the chief was old, 
the pride of his fon arofe , the pride of fair- 
haired Uthal, the love of a thouTand maids. 
He bound the aged Larthmor » and dwelc 
in his founding halls* 

Long pined the king in his cave , befide 
his rolling fea. Morning did not come to his 
dwelling ; nor the burning oak by night. But 
the wind of ocean was there , and the parting 
beam of the moon. The red f^ar looked on 
the king, when it trembled on the weftcrn 
wave. Snitho came to Selraa's hall : Snitha 
companion of Larthmor's youth. He told of 
the king of Berrathon: the wrath of Fingal 
rofe. Thrice he afTumed the (pear, refolved 
CO Aretch his hand to UthaU But the me- 
mory (i) of his a£tions rofe before the king, 
and he fent bis fon and Tofcar. Our joy vas 
great on the rolling fea 5 and we often half 
unsheathed our fwords (x). For never before 

(i) The meaning of the poet is , that Fingal re« 
menibered hit own great adioos, and confequenclf 
f ould not fully them by engaging in a petty wac 
i^atnft Uchal » who was Co far his inferior in va- 
lour and power. 

( i) The uopatience of youBg warriors , going oa 

their firft expedition , is well marked by their half- ' 

drawing their fwords. The modefty ofOflian,ia ' 

hit nanattoxk o€ x &orf ^V^V^ d<»t% him fo much 1 
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bad wt (buglic alone , in the battles of the 
(pear. Night came dow^n on the ocean ; the 
winds departed on their wings. Cold and 
pale is me moon. The red (tars lift their 
heads. Oar courfe is How along the coail of 
Berrathon ) the white waves tumble on the 
rocks* 

What voice is that, faid Tofcar, whicli 
comes between the founds of the waves } It is 
fbfty but mournful, like the voice of departed 
bards. But I behold the maid (i) ; she fits oa 
the rock alone. Her head bends on her arm 
of (now : her dark hair is in the wind. Hear^ 
(on ofFingal, her fong, it is fmooth as the 
gliding waters of Lavath. — We came to the 
ulent bay, and heard the maid of night. 

How long will ye roll around me , blue«' 
tumbling waters of ocean } My dwelling wa$ 
not always in caves , nor beneath the whiftiing 
tree. The feal^ was (pread in Torthomas 

honour , is remarkable } and his humanity to 
Nina-thoma would grace a hero of our owo po« 
lished age. Though O/Iian pailei over M* own ac« 
tioni in filence , or (lightly mei^cions chem ( tra« 
dition has done ample jultice.to his martial fame^ 
and perhaps has exaggerated the anions of the poec 
beyond thie bounds of credibility. 

(i) MIna-thoma the daughter of Torth6ma » Who 
had been confined to a defetc ifland by her lovc^ 
Vthal. 

Vot. IT. 14 
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hall; my father deliehted in my voU 
youths beheld me in the fteps of my lov^ 
and they bleifed the dark-haired Nina4 
It was then thou didft come , O Uthal 
.the fun of heaven* The fouls of the % 
are thine , Ton of generous Larthmor i 
vhy doft chou leave me alone in the mi4 
roaring waters. Was my foul dark wit& 
4each ? Did my white hand lift the fwl 
Why then hail thou left mn alone, kiii| 
^gh Finthormo (i) i .\ 

The tear ftarted from ray eye, whei[ 
leard the voice of the maid. I ftood befb, 
Ler in my arms , and (poke the words i 
peace. — Lovely dweller of the cave , wk 
iigh is in that bread } Shall OfTian lift hi 
fword in thy prefence , the deflrudtion o 
thy foes? — Daughter of Torthoma, rife, 
Lave heard the words of thy grief. The raa 
of Morven are around thee, who neve 
injured the weak. Come to our dark-bofomei 
ship^ thou brighter than that fetting moon 
Our courfe is co the rocky Berrathon , t^ 
the echoing walls of Finthormo. — She cam 
in her beauty y she came with all her lovel 
Sttps^ Silent joy brightened in her face , s 

(i) Finthormo 9 the palace of Uchal. The nann 
|a this epifode are not of a Celtic original ; vthk 
makss it probable that O^ian fouadt his ^a 
« (C]ue Aory« 
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trlien the shadows fly from the field of 
4>rinz; the blue Areana is rolling in brighcnefsy 
and me green bush bends over Ics courfe. 

The morning rofe with its beams. Ve 
came to Rochma's bay. A boar rushed from 
the wood ; my fpear pierced his fide. I 
rejoiced over the blood (i) , and forefaw my 

f rowing fame. — But now the found of 
fthal's train came from the high Finthormo ; 
they (pread over the heath to the chace of the 
boar. Himfelf comes (lowly on , in the pride 
of his ftrength. He lifts two pointed (pears. 
On his fide is the hero's fword. Three youths 
carry his polished bows : the bounding of five 
dogs is before him* His warriors move on p 
at a diflance , admiring the fteps of the king* 
Stately was the fon of Larthmor ; but his foul 
w\s dark. Dark as the troubled face of the 
moon, when it foretels the florms. 

. We rofe on the heath before the king; he 
llopt in the midft of his courfe. His warriors 
gatnered around, and a gray-haired bard ad- 
vanced. Whence are the (ons of the Grangers I 
tegun the bard. The children of the unhappy 

(i) OiHan thought that his killing the boar , on 
kis ncfb landing in Berrathon , was a good omen 
•of his future fuccefs in that iiland. The prefenc 
highlanders look , with a degree of fuperftition , 
upon the fuccefs of their firlt a^ion , after tbcfr 
iiave ca$2$ed in any dcQperate undertaking. 
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come to Berrachon ; to the (Vord of car« 
borne UcKal. He (preads no &afl in his halh 
the blood of Grangers is on his ftreams. If 
bom Selma's vails ye come ^ from the moily 
valls of Fingal , chufe three youchs to go to 
your king to tell of the fall of his people. 
Perhaps the hero may come and pour his 
blood on Uthal's ^v^ord ^ fo ^hall the fame of 
Finthormo arife , like the growing tree of 
%hc vale. 

Never will it rife , O bard , I (aid in the 
pride of mv v^rath. He would shrink in the 
prefence of^Fingal , whofe eyes are the flames 
of death. The fon of Comhal comes , and 
the kings vanish in his prefence ; they are 
rolled together , like nii(l, by the breath of 
his rage. Shall three tell to Fingal , thac his 

»ebple fell ? Yes ! — they may tell it, bard! 

m ais people sh^Il fall with fame. 



bi 



1 flood in the darknefs of my ftrength ; 
Tofcar drew his fword at my f\de. The foe 
came on like a flream : the mingled found of 
death arofe. Man took man, shield met shield ; 
fleel mixed its beams with fteel. — Darts hi6 
through air > fpears ring on mails; and fwords 
ton broken buckleris bound. As (he pqife of 
an aged grove beneath the roaring wind^ 
when a thoufand ghofts break the trees by 
eight, fuch was the din of arms. — But tJthal 
fell beneath my fword ^ and <he fon^ of Berra-^ 
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tlon fleJ. — ^It was then I Cdw him in his beauty, 
and the tear hung in my eye. Thou arc 
fallen (i) , young tree, I faid , xip'ith all thy 
beauty round thee. Thou art fallen on thy 
plains , and the field is bare. The v/inds come 
from the defart , and there is no found in thy 
leaves ! Lovely art thou in death , fon of cacr 
borne Larchmorl 

Nina-thoma (at on the shore » afnd heard 
the (bund of battle. She turned her red eyes 
on Lethmal ^ the gray-haired bard of Selma, 
for he had remained on the coaft , with the 
daughter of Torthoma. Son of the times of 
old ! she faid, I hear the noife of death. Thy 
friends have met with Uthal , and the chief is 
low. O that I had remained; on the rock , 
inclofed with the tumbling waves i Then 



(i) To mourn over the fall of their eneifiiet 
viSLS a pra^ice univerfal among Oniian*s heroes. This 
is mote agreeable to humanity , than the shameful 
'Sofulting of the dead , fo. common in Homer , and 
after him , fer vilely copied hy all his imitators » the 
humane Virgil not excepted , who have been more 
fuccefsful in borrowing. the imperfedions of that 
great poet , than in their imitations of his beauties. 
Homer , it is probable , gave the manners of the 
times in which he wrote , not his own fenrimentsF s 
Offian alfo feeros to keep to the fe ntiments of hif 
lieroes. The reverence , which the moft barbarous 
liighlanders have ftill for the remains of the de- 
ceafed « feems to have defccuded to them fron 
ibcir moft cemote anccftoitt 

L lij 
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trould my foul be fad , but his death wi 
not reach my ear. Art thou fallen on 
beath , O fon of high Finthormo I thou A 
leave me on a rock , but my foul was I 
of thee. Son of high Finthormo I art tm 
£illen on thy heath } 

. ^ 

She rofe pale in her tears , and (av tU 
bloody shield of Uthal ; she Cdw it in Oflian^ 
hand ; her fleps were diflra^led on the heathy 
She flew ; she found him ; she fell. Her foul 
came fonh in a (igh. Her hair is (bread on his i 
face. My burning tears defcend. A tombarofe 
on the unhappy ^ and my fong was heard. 

Reft , haplefs children of youth I at the 
inoife of that mofly flream. The virgins wilt 
fee your tomb , at the chace , and turn away 
their weeping eyes. Your fame will be in 
the fong 5 the voice of the harp will be heard 
in your praife. The daughters of Selma shall 
tear it ; and your renown shall be in other 
lands.— Reft, children of youth, at the noife 
•f the mofly ftream. 

Two days we remained on the coaft. The 
beroes of Berrathon convened. We brought 
I^arthmor to his halls-; the feaft of shells was 
fpread. — The joy of the aged was great ; he 
looked to the arms of his fathers ; the arms 
which he left in his hall , when the pride ot 
Uthal arofe. — We wexc renowned before 




A P O E M. 147; 

Lartlimor , and he blefTed the chiefs of Mor- 
ven; but he knev^ not that his fon was low, 
the (lately ftrength of Uthal. They had told y 
that he had retired to the woods , with the 
tears of grief ^ they had told it ; but he waS' 
filent in the tomb of Rothnaa's heath. 

On the fourth day we' raifed our {ails tor 
Ae roar of the northern wind. Larthmor came 
to the coail , and his bards raifed the fong*^ 
The joy of the king was great , he looked 
to Rothma^s gloomy heath 'y he faw the tomb 
of his (on; and the memoty of Uthal rofe.— 
Who of my heroes, he faid , lies there? he 
feems to nave been of the kings of (pears. 
Was he renowned in my halls , before the 
pride of Uthal rofe ? 

Ye are filent , ye fons of Berrathon : is the 
iing of heroes low ? — My heart melts for 
diee , O Uthal I though thy hand was again(^ 
thy fether. — O that I had remained in the 
cave 1 that my fon had dweit in Finthormo t 
— I might have heard the tread of his feet, 
when he went to the chace of the boar. — 
I might have heard hh voice on the blaft o? 
my cave. Then would my foul be glad : but 
now darkiiefs dwells in my halls. 

Such were my deeds , fon of Alpin, whea 
the arm of my youth was ftrong ; fuch 
were (i) the adUons of Tofcar, the catbornc' 

(x) O/Caa fpeaki* 
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fon of Conloch. But Toicar is on his flying 
cloud ; and I am alone at Lucha : my voice 
is like the lad found of the wind , when it 
forfakes the woods. But Oflian shall not be 
long alone , he fees the mift that shall re- 
ceive his ghofl. He beholds the mifl that shall 
form his robe , when he appears on his hills. 
The fons of little men shall behold me , and 
admire the ftature of the chiefs of old. They 
shall creep to their caves, and look to the sky 
with fear ; for my fteps shall be in the 
douds, and darknefs shall roll on my fide. 

Lead, fon of Alpin, lead the aged to his 
woods. The winds begin to rife. The dark 
wave of the lake refounds. Bends there not 
a tree from Mora with its branches bare ? It 
bends ♦ fon of Alpin, in the ruftling blaft. My 
harp hangs on a blafled branch. The found 
of its firings is mournful, — Does the wind 
touch thee , O harp y or is it fome palling 
ghofl: 1 — It is the hand of Malvinal but bring 
me the harp , fon of Alpin ; another fong 
shall rife. My foul shall depart in the found; 
my fathers shall hear it in their airy hall. 
—Their dim faces shall hang , with joy, 
from their clouds ^ and their hands receive 
their foa. 

(i^ The aged oak bends over the ftream* 

(t) Here beguu the \yuc igvege «VvOEk'«t\AK.V )%si.« 



1 
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I&fi^lis vith all its iBofs. The withered fern 
whimts near y and mixes , at it v^aves ,>a^itl» 
Oilian's hair. — Strike the harp and raife the 
fong : be near, v/ith all your v/ings, ye winds I 
Bear the mournful found away to Fingal's airy 
hall. Bear it to Fingars hall , that he may hear 
the voice of his fon-,ihe voice of him thatprai- 
fcdthe mighty. — The Waft of the north opens 
thy gates , O king I and I behold thee fitr 
ting on mift , dimly gleaming in all thine 
arms. Thy form now is not the terror o£ 
the valiant ^ but like a watry cloud ; when 
we fee the ftars behind it with their weep- 
ing eyes. Thy shield is like the aged moon: 
thy fw'ord a vapour half-kindled with firCif 
Dim and feeble is the chief « who travelled 
In brightnefi before*— 

But thy fteps (ijare on the winds of the 

rfition fays , O/tian concluded his poetns. • It 

is fet to mufic • and Aill fung in the north > wich 
a great Heal of wild fimplicii/ , but Utile variety 
of found. 

(i ) This magnificent diefcriprion of the power of 
7ingal over the winds and Aornis , and the image 
of his taking the fim , and hiding him in the 
clouds « do not correfpond with the preceding 
paragraph , where he his rcprcfcuted as a feeble 
ghoft • and no more the terror, of the valiant y 
but it agrees with the notion of the times concern* 
jng the fouls of the dcccafbd , who , it was fijp* 
pofed , had the command of the winds and ftorms,. 
hat in CQiobac wete 00c a match for valiant mciu- 
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deCirC » and the ftorms darken in thy hand* 
Thou takeft the fun in thy v^rath , and bidefl 
him In thy clouds. The fbns of little men 
are afraid, and a thouTand sho\/ers defcend.— 

But \rhen thou comeft fi>rth in thy roitd^ 
nefs ; the gale of the morning is near thy 
courfe. The fun laughs in his blue fields ; 
and the gray ftrcam winds in its valley.— 
iThe bushes shake their green heads in the 
.wind. The roes bound towards the defarc. 

But there Is a murmur in the heath ! tbe 
ftormy winds abate ! I hear the voice of 
Fingal. Long has it been abfent from mine 
car ! — G)nie , Oflian , come away , he (ays : 
Fingal has received his fame. We pafled away, 
like flames that had shone for a feafon , our 
departure was in renown. Though the plains 
of our battles are dark and (ilent 3 our fame 
is in the four gray ftones. The voice of Oflian 
&as been heard \ and the harp was flrung in 

It was the immoderate praife beflowed by the 
poets on their departed friends , that gave the firft 
hint to fuperflition to deify the deceafed heroes ^ 
and diofe new divinities owed all their attributes 
to the fancy of the bard who fung their elegies. 

"Wfc do not find , that the praifes of Fingal had 
this effeft upon his countrymen ; but that is to be 
imputed to the idea they had of power « which 
they always conneded with bodily ftrength and 
peifooal valour , both which were diiTolred by dcach» 
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Selma.— Come Oflian , come away , he fayst 
and fly wldi thy fathers on clouds. 

And come I will, thou king of men! the 
life of Odian fails. I begin to vanish on 
Cona 'y and my (leps are not feen in Selma* 
Be(ide the flone of Mora I shall (all afleep. 
The winds whittling in my grey hair shall noc 
vaken me.— Depart on my wings, O wind: 
thou canfl not difturb the reft of the bard. 
The night is long , but his eyes are heavy ^. 
depart , thou ruftling blaft. 

But why art thou fad , fon of Fingal I 
Why grows the cloud of thy foul ? The chiefi 
of other times are departed ; they have gone 
without their fame* The fons of future years • 
shall pais away ;i and another race arife. The 
people are like the waves of ocean : like the 
leaves (i} of woody Morven, they pafs away 

(x) The fame thought miy be found almofl lA' 
the fame words , in Homer. II. vi. 4^. 

T)i^»flo»^at ^ou f tttfos /* tirryiyn^M aSfit, 

Mr. Pope falls short oi: his original \ in parcicit^ 
far he has omitted altogether the beautiful image 
of the wind Acewiog the witheced leaves on' the 
gtound. 

Z«ike leaves on trees the race of men axe fooad , . 
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in die ruflling blaft, and other leaves lifi 
i&elr green heads. — J 

Did thy beauty laft, O Ryno (i)? Stood ' 

Kow green in youth , now witb*nng on the ground} 
Another race the following fpring fupplies » 
They fall fucceifive , and fucceilive life* 

(i) Ryno > the fon of Fingal • who was killed in 
Ireland , in the war againft Swaran , ( Fing. b. 5. ) 
was remarkable for the beauty of his pcrfon » his 
fwifcnefs and great cxploirs. Minvane» the daughter ^ 
of Morni, and Hfler to Gaul To often mentioned in '{' 
OflGan's compofitions » was in love with Ryno.— 
Her lamentation over her lover is introduced as ai 
epifode in one of O/Itan^s great poems. The lanieo- 
ration is the only part of the poem now extant , 
and as it has fome poetical merit , I have fubjoin- 
ed it to this note. The poet reprefentr Minvane j 
as feeing, from one of the rocks of Morvcn> die J 
fleet of fingal returning from Ireland. 1 

3 H£ blushing fad , from Morven*s rocks , bendi 
over the darkly- rolling Tea. She faw the youths ia 
all their atms. "Where , Ryno , where an thou! 

Our dark looks told that he was tow ; That 

pale the hero flew on clouds j That in the grafs of 
Morven't hill&^ his feeble voice was heard inwiadp 

And is the (bn of Fiagal jfaifen « on Ullin's 
snofly plains ^ Strong was the arm that conquered 
him J— Ah mc J I am aloae* 
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ftrengtii of car-borne Ofcar ? Flngal him* 
pailed zwzy y and the halls of his fa« 

one I will not be » ye wimis ! that lift my 
-brown hair. My (ighs will not long mix with 
dream s for I muft deep with Ryno. 

fee thee not with beauty's ftcps returning from 
:haca » T he night is round Minvaneli loye p 
filence dwells with Kjoiq. 

''here are thy dogs , and where thy bow ? Thy 
1 that was fo flrong } Thy fword like heaven's 
:ndin|^ fire } The bloody fpear of Kyno } 

fee them mixed in thy ship s I fee them ftain* 

ith blood. No arms are in thy narrow halla 

arkly- dwelling Ryno ! 

'hen will the morning come « and fay y arife » 
king of fpcars I arife , the hunters are abroad. 
3inds are near thee y Ryno! 

nay , thou fair-haired morning , away ! the 
bcring king hears thee not ! The hinds bound 
his narrow tomb ^ for death dwells round 
g Ryno. 

It I will tread fofcly , my king ! and deal to 
bed of thy repofe. Minyane will lie lA filcAce , 
hei flumbcting Ryno, 
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thers forgot his fteps. — And shalt thou re 
main , aged bard ! \i^hen the mighty hav 
£ailed ? — But my fame shall remain , an< 
grow Kkc the oak of Morven 5 which lift 
its broad head to the florm » and rejoices ij 
the courfe of the wind. 

The maids shall feck me ; but they shall not fin< 
bie : they ihall fallow my- deparctire vi'ixh fongs 
But I will nor hear you » O maids ! I deep wit! 
fair-haired &yno. 



The endoftkcfccond Volunui 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



O^NCE the printing of the fecond Edi-^ 
tion , Dodor Warner published a pamphlet , 
entitled, Remarks on the Hiftory of Fing<U 
and other Poems of OJpan, The Dodor , it 
appears , is compiling a general hiftory of 
Ireland , and is of opinion tliat Oflian , and. 
the heroes he celebrates , were natives of that 
country. As he has advanced no argument C(y 
fupport fo fingular an opinion ^ I should have 
palled ovet his pamphlet in filence*, had he 
not too precipitately accufed me of a falfe 
quotation from O rlaherty. I had faid y in a 
note , on one of the lefTer poems of Offian , 
riiat Fingal is celebrated by the Irish hifto'* 
rians , for his wifdom in making laws , his 
poetical genius , and his foreknowledge of 
events J and that O* Flaherty goes fo far as 
to fay , that Fingats laws were extant , when 
he ( O Flaherty ) wrote his Ogygia. The 
Dod^or denies that there is any lucH thuig^ 
in OTlaherty ; and modeftly quotes a paffage 
ftom the fame Author , which he fuppofes , 
I have mifreprefcnted. I shall here give the 
whole paragraph , and the world will judge 
whether the Doftor has not been too hafty 
in his aflertions. Finnius ex Momid fiiia 
ThaddAiyfilius Cub alii, jurifprudentid^fuper 
qua fcripta ejus haStenus extant , carminibus 
patriis ,&yUt quidamferunt, prophetiis cele* 
icrrimus » quiob egregiafua , (f militiitfu4^ 



V ADVERTISEMENT. 

facinora uberrimam vulgo , & foetis commi* Uj^ 
mfcendi mauriem reiinquens , a nulid iXaU j 
reticebitur. Ogyg. p« 3 3 8. 

As the Do£^or foimJs his claim of O/Haa 
and his heroes ^ on the authority of fome 
obfcure paffages in Keating and OTlaheny, 
what he 6ys on the (ubjed ftandsfelf- confuted. 
Thefe writers neither meet with , not deferve 
credit. Credulous and partial , they have 
altogether difgraced the antiquities they 
meant to eftablish. Without producing re- 
cords, or even following the ancient tradi- T 
tions of their country , they formed an ideal || 
fyftem of antimiity , from legends of modem I ^ 
invention. Sir James Ware, who was inde&- | 
tigable in his refearches , after the monu- 
ments of the Irish hiflory , and had collected 
all the real, and pretendedly -ancient ma- I 
oufcripts , concerning the antiquity of his * 
nation , tejedts as mere fidlion and romance, 
all that is faid concerning the times before 
Saint Patrick » and the reign of Leogaire , 
in the fifth century I shall tranfcribe the 
pallage , for the benefit of thofe who arc com- 
piling the hiflory of Ireland from the earlicfi 
a^ts ^ and at the (ame time , caution them , 
not to look upon the antiquities of that coun- 
try, through the falfe mediums of Keating 
and OTiaheny. Penxiguam fuperejfc no* . 
titidm rerum in Hybermd geftarum ante 
txortam ibievangtlii auroram li^uidoconfiat^ 
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latet a viris nonnulLis do£lU pUra* 
z antiquioribiis iliis temporibus ante 
tin Hyberniam adventum traduntur^ 
'gmenta ejfe explofa. Notandum qui- 
iptiones fere omnium quA de illis urn* 
antiquioribus dico ) extant , opera 
lorumfeculorum, 

Waranis de ant^. Praef. p. r; 

obferve that the Dodder's claknifig 
>oeiiis (p. 8«) in forma pauperis ^ 
invalidates His caufe , but is a](b no 
[eel compliment to the Irish nation* 
irom being of his opinion , that thaf 
n produce no monument of eenius^ 
op'ojrks of O/Haa , should thefe be 
ded to them. On the co^itrary , I am 
i that Ireland has produced men of 
d diftiaguisbed abilities , which , 
landing the Doctor's prefent opinion , 
will appear from his own hiftory , 
jgh he^ conlefledly 9 does not under* 
language, or ancient records of chac 
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